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"T"  SENIOR  CLASS  HISTORY 


REMINISCENCES 

September,  1926!  Four  hundred  timid  freshmen 
made  their  way  upon  the  Tech  campus  for  the  first 
time.  They  blinked  at  the  huge  Main  Building  and  ad- 
mired the  Arsenal;  they  found  delight  in  the  great  cam- 
pus and  were  pleased  with  the  fountain.  Did  they  feel 
awkward  and  inferior?  Assuredly.  But  these  young 
people  were  destined  to  grow  in  mind,  in  spirit,  and  in 
body,  and  to  become  the  pride  of  Tech.  They  had 
within  their  souls  the  spark  which  soon  kindled  into 
eager  fire;  they  possessed  that  great  virtue,  ambition. 

As  these  freshmen  awkwardly  fitted  themselves  into 
their  proper  place,  they  envied  the  sophomores,  admired 
the  juniors,  and  revered  the  seniors.  How  they  longed 
to  be  seniors!  September,  1929,  seemed  far  distant,  but 
they  set  out  on  that  fascinating  journey  toward  grad- 
uation with  earnest  zeal. 

Although  there  were  many  pitfalls  on  this  journey 


and  a  few  dropped  by  the  wayside,  the  ardent  students 
persevered  and,  with  ambition  as  their  password,  stead- 
ily walked  the  road  that  led  through  the  first  three  years 
to  the  senior  year  which  now  brings  its  final  triumph — 
a  diploma  from  Technical  High  School. 

From  the  beginning  our  class  showed  a  diversity  of 
talents  and  this  became  more  marked  as  the  years 
passed.  Some  members  early  developed  into  writers; 
and,  after  taking  the  course  in  journalism,  became  re- 
porters and  editors  on  the  Cannon  staff.  Our  artists 
have  displayed  their  talents  in  exhibits;  our  musicians 
have  joined  bands,  orchestras,  or  vocal  groups;  our 
more  robust  members  have  helped  win  many  honors  in 
athletics;  our  stenographers  and  typists  have  become 
proficient  and  are  now  ready  to  enter  the  business 
world;  our  academic  students  have  been  leaders  in  club 
work;  and  our  speakers  have  gone  into  the  city  churches 
where  they  have  made  interesting  talks.  Also,  a  few  of 
us  have  won  outstanding  individual  honors:  Daniel 
Shattuck  was  the  second  tenor  in  the  quartette  which 


won  first  honors  in  a  national  contest;  Robert  Hammer 
won  the  Navy  Day  Essay  contest  and  was  awarded  a 
trip  to  Washington;  and  James  Baker  won  the  grand 
prize  in  the  Model  Home  contest. 

During  the  sophomore  year  came  the  great  organ 
fund  campaign  and  our  class  entered  into  active  par- 
ticipation as  the  members  vied  with  one  another  to  see 
who  could  obtain  the  most  money  for  the  fund  to  equip 
the  auditorium  with  a  fine  organ.  As  a  result  of  this  we 
now  have  the  splendid  instrument  which  graces  our 
auditorium  and  fills  the  building  with  soul-inspiring 
music. 

By  the  time  our  junior  year  came,  we  had  learned  to 
appreciate  Tech  and  its  ideals.  We  valued  the  sweet 
companionship  of  friends  among  both  students  and 
teachers.  We  adored  the  beautiful  campus  alive  with 
trees,  bushes,  blossoms,  and  birds.  We  loved  the  stately 
Arsenal  proudly  lifting  its  grim  clock  tower  so  tall  (as 
the  song  runs)  high  into  the  skies,  its  time-honored 
steps  worn  by  the  feet  of  thousands  of  successful  Tech 
graduates. 

And  so,  the  Senior  T  1930  class  paused  at  the  end  of 
its  junior  year  to  glimpse  its  most  successful  one. 

REALIZATION 

September,  1929!  Seniors  at  last!  An  ambition  real- 
ized! With  dignity  did  the  seniors  stroll  about  the  cam- 
pus in  the  anticipated  self-confident  groups  which  are 
the  fear  of  freshmen,  the  admiration  of  sophomores, 
and  the  envy  of  juniors.  With  dignity  did  the  seniors 
mount  the  steps  of  the  aged  Arsenal  on  their  way  to 
senior  roll  rooms  1,  2,  and  4,  where  commenced  the 
slow  process  of  organization. 

As  a  first  step  in  this  organization,  the  senior  roll 
rooms,  under  the  able  supervision  of  their  sponsors, 
Miss  Axtell,  Miss  Harter,  and  Miss  Welch,  elected 
Ryan  Hall,  Robert  Babcock,  and  Arthur  Shumaker, 
chairmen  of  their  respective  rooms.  This  led  to  the 
important  business  of  furthering  friendships,  raising 
ideals,  and  determining  purposes  for  the  last  months  at 
Tech.  These  were  embodied  in  the  constitution  which 
was  read  through  senior  rooms  until  all  were  familiar 
with  the  contents. 

During  the  fall  the  seniors  helped  all  they  could  in 
the  formal  dedication  of  the  auditorium.  Four  pro- 
grams were  given  to  show  how  this  one  building  can  be 
used  as  an  auditorium,  a  concert  hall,  a  theatre,  and  a 
gymnasium.  Contrary  to  former  custom,  the  "A"  and 
"T"  divisions  of  the  1930  class  combined  their  funds 
and  as  the  class  gift  presented  to  the  school  a  number 
of  chairs  to  be  placed  in  the  principal's  box  and  a  plat- 
form fund  whereby  unusual  speakers  and  musicians 
may  be  brought  to  Tech.  As  a  result  of  this  fund,  the 
student  body  has  already  enjoyed  hearing  speakers 
such  as  Thomas  Skeyhill,  musicians  such  as  the  Cos- 
sack Chorus,  and  dramatists  such  as  Gay  MacLaren 
who  gave  the  program  on  Dad's  Night. 

In  November,  the  class  enthusiastically  elected  the 
officers  who  have  guided  us  through  the  year.  The  three 
nominees  for  each  office,  made  by  open  ballot,  gave  in- 


teresting talks  before  the  roll  rooms.  As  a  result,  our 
officers  are:  President,  Ryan  Hall;  vice-president,  Eu- 
genia Fittz;  treasurer,  Robert  Stone;  secretary,  Doro- 
thy Arnholter;  sergeant-at-arms,  Robert  Babcock.  In 
March,  Marjorie  de  Vore  won  the  contest  for  the  class 
song  and  Fay  Barnes  won  the  contest  for  the  class  poem. 
The  officers  appointed  Arthur  Shumaker,  historian. 

The  class  officers  early  appointed  the  several  com- 
mittees and  the  "T"  1930  seniors  worked  busily  and 
efficiently  at  their  duties.  The  cases  in  the  south  corridor 
held  a  display  of  photographers'  works  of  art.  The 
Voorhis  studio  received  the  large  majority  of  votes; 
then  began  the  much  discussed  ordeal  of  being 
"snapped."  It  was  difficult  to  choose  the  most  beautiful 
color  combination  from  the  number  of  lovely  ones  sub- 
mitted by  the  committee;  but  in  the  end  the  class  chose 
that  of  coral,  peach,  and  jade.  Soon  after  the  beginning 
of  the  semester  there  was  a  senior  auditorium.  After 
the  meeting  each  senior  emerged  from  the  building 
wearing  the  insignia  of  the  "T"  1930  class.  From  the 
mottoes  submitted  by  the  committee  the  class  deter- 
mined to  be  guided  by  the  idea  that  "A  quitter  never 
wins;  a  winner  never  quits."  During  February  and 
March  respective  committees  made  arrangements  for 
ordering  pins,  rings,  and  announcements. 

Many  individuals  in  our  class  continued  to  receive 
honors  in  the  final  year.  Our  athletes,  Eugene  Behmer, 
Robert  Babcock,  Earl  Campbell,  and  Jack  McLaugh- 
lin, helped  win  many  games  in  football  and  basketball; 
while  Mildred  Thixton  and  Louisa  Scudder  once  again 
participated  in  basketball.  Ryan  Hall  became  co-maga- 
zine editor  of  the  Arsenal  Cannon.  Ellsworth  Eberly 
was  appointed  lieutenant-colonel  in  the  R.O.T.C.  Mary 
Hall,  Giltner  Knipe,  Fabra  King,  and  Arthur  Shu- 
maker, as  members  of  the  Demagorian  Club,  continued 
to  speak  on  Sunday  evenings  in  the  city  churches. 

May  second  marked  the  evening  of  the  senior  play, 
"A  Little  Journey,"  by  Rachel  Crothers.  Seniors  de- 
lighted in  trying-out  for  this  appealing  comedy;  and 
after  hours  of  suspense,  it  was  learned  that  Gene  Port- 
teus  and  Ernest  Schaefer  had  won  the  leading  roles. 
These  were  ably  assisted  by  a  supporting  cast  of  Vir- 
ginia Stephenson,  James  Baker,  Robert  Hammer,  Mary 
Alice  Burch,  Jane  Williams,  Eugenia  Fittz,  Edward 
Lambert,  Robert  Hively,  Elizabeth  Hughes,  Marie 
Fear,  Arthur  Shumaker,  Everett  Kuhn,  Paul  Strie- 
beck,  Ralph  Lett,  Gerald  Deer,  and  Ralph  Proud.  Un- 
der the  competent  direction  of  Miss  Ryan  the  play  was 
patiently  rehearsed  and  successfully  presented. 

On  May  twenty-third,  we  cast  away  all  trouble  and 
gathered  in  the  gymnasium  for  our  class  party.  Long 
shall  we  remember  the  fun  we  had  there.  Its  success 
was  due  to  the  Senior  Day  committee  with  Fabra  King 
as  chairman.  This  committee  also  planned  the  Class 
Day  program  on  June  fourth.  At  this  time  we  held  our 
final  business  meeting  and  received  some  of  our  awards. 

Vesper  service,  newly  instituted  at  Tech,  was  held 
Sunday,  June  eighth.  It  was  at  this  time  that  we  real- 
(Concluded  on  Page  44) 


A  LITTLE  JOURNEY 


BEHIND  THE  SCENES 


May  2,  1930,  Tech  Auditorium 

CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 

Julie  Rutherford  Gene  Portteus 

Jim  West     Ernest  Schaefer  1 

Mrs.  Welch  _     Mary  Alice  Burch 

Mrs.  Bay  ._.  Jane  Williams 

Lily     __._ _._ Eugenia  Fittz 

Leo  Stern Robert  Hively 

Charles James  Baker 

Frank Robert  Hammer 

Smith Edward  Lambert 

Annie  ._. Virginia  E.  Stephenson 

Ethel     Elizabeth  Hughes 

Kittie  Van  Dyck Marie  Fear 

Alfred Arthur  Shumaker 

The  Porter Everett  Kuhn 

First  Conductor Paul  Striebeck 

Second  Conductor  Ralph  Lett 

Two  Red-Cap  Porters  \  Gerald  Deer 

/Ralph  Proud 


COMMITTEES 

Properties — Grace  McVey,  chairman;  Vera  Kunse, 
Ruth  Merrifield,  Charles  Meeks,  Lorenz  Kropp. 

Costumes — Dorothy  McCormack,  chairman;  Mar- 
garet Sandstrom,  Jean  Hopper,  Kathryn  Perkins, 
George  Yount,  John  Duncan. 

Financial — Robert  Stone,  chairman;  Gerald  Deer, 
Robert  Koch,  Giitner  Knipe,  Fred  Reiter,  Wilber 
Paul,  Carl  Scott,  Harlan  Hicks. 


The  men  behind  the  scenes — who  put  the  play  across! 
Their  part  is  as  fascinating  as  the  glamor  surrounding 
the  leading  lady,  or  the  halo  of  limelight  which  encircles 
the  head  of  the  leading  man.  They  spend  their  hours 
in  building — building.  They  build  mountains  and 
valleys  and  Pullmans.  Imagine  a  successful  Tech  pro- 
duction without  the  stage-craft  boys! 

The  train  was  built  in  pieces — thirteen  seats,  each 
one  a  unit  of  structure  in  itself.  Painted  beaver-board 
and  muslin  gave  the  desired  effect  of  a  train  interior. 

The  secret  of  the  realism  of  the  crash  is  explained  as, 
"One  of  the  fellows  switched  off  the  lights  at  the  direc- 
tion of  Mr.  Traub,  our  stage  electrician.  Immediately 
the  house  was  plunged  into  total  darkness,  and  the 
craft-boys,  who  were  back-stage,  'fell  to'  with  a  will. 
We  smashed  glass,  broke  wood,  dashed  iron  weights  to 
the  floor,  banged  anything  we  came  in  contact  with, 
the  cast  screamed,  and  there  you  are — a  perfect  wreck." 

The  boys  in  Mr.  Stewart's  class  are:  Al  Newman, 
Menlow  Luke,  Bernard  Jasper,  Richard  Dreir,  Thomas 
Weir,  William  Lynch,  Gerald  Watson,  Robert  Fritz, 
Travis  McLaughlin,  James  Salladay,  George  Peed, 
Park  Newton,  and  one  girl — Janet  Young. 

The  costumes  were  arranged  under  the  skillful  direc- 
tion of  Miss  Ruth  Dunwoody  of  the  costume  classes. 

The  orchestra,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Hebert, 
rendered  numbers  so  appropriately  suited  to  the  scenes 
of  the  production  that  the  audience  was  able  to  live  the 
emotions  of  the  characters. 

A  voice  in  a  wilderness  of  spring  attractions,  the 
fourth  hour  Advertising  II  class,  under  Mr.  Park's  di- 
rection, prepared  the  way  for  the  senior  presentation. 


HAND  SALUTE 


"Q 


commanded  Sergeant  Pruett,  whacking 
his  desk  with  a  battered  dowel-rod.  The  clear, 
ringing  tones  of  his  powerful  voice  penetrated  to  the 
farthest  corners  of  the  big  room  under  the  Arsenal,  cut- 
ting through  the  noisy  hum  and  babble  of  conversation 
as  a  sharp  knife  cuts  through  butter.  Instantly  the 
cadets  ceased  talking  and  turned  to  face  the  speaker. 

"Ye  gods  o'  war!"  exclaimed  the  Sergeant,  disgust- 
edly. "Chatter!  Chatter!  Chatter!  You're  worse  than 
an  old  ladies'  sewing  circle!  Now  cut  out  this  talking 
and  get  down  to  business.  Just  because  it's  raining  and 
we  can't  drill  outside  is  no  reason  for  you  to  take  a  holi- 
day. We've  got  only  three  more  days  of  this  week  and 
five  of  next  week  before  the  big  annual  inspection,  and 
if  you  expect  to  win  it,  you'll  have  to  improve  a  lot. 

"I  have  noticed  that  you're  all  more  or  less  inclined 
to  overlook  military  courtesy.  That's  no  way  to  prepare 
for  an  inspection.  If  I  find  anyone  else  failing  to  pay 
the  proper  respect  to  his  superior  officers,  I'll  certainly 
make  things  hot  for  him  .  .  ." 

Every  one  of  the  hundred  and  sixteen  boys  assembled 
in  that  room  knew  that  the  last  statement  quoted  was 
not  a  threat,  but  a  promise  to  be  carried  out  to  the  letter. 

The  Sergeant's  words  found  varying  receptions  with 
the  cadets.  For  instance,  they  aroused  little  emotion  in 
Harold  Tanner,  for  Harold  was  the  cadet  colonel  and 
consequently  had  no  superior  officers  within  the  school, 
excepting  Major  Schroeder  and  Sergeant  Pruett,  who 
are  members  of  the  regular  army.  Furthermore,  he  had 
no  fear  that  anyone  would  refuse  to  respect  him,  for  he 
was  popular  and  well-liked  by  his  fellow  cadets. 

Bertram  McMasters,  on  the  other  hand,  welcomed 
the  ultimatum  enthusiastically.  At  last  the  buck-pri- 
vates and  non-coms  would  have  to  salute  him,  whether 
they  liked  it  or  not!  In  the  past  they  had  all  too  often 
felt  an  overpowering  urge  to  look  away,  pretending  not 
to  notice  him,  when  he  appeared  on  the  scene.  To  them 
Bert  was  a  pest — the  bane  of  every  soldier's  existence — 
a  conceited  second  lieutenant.  Bert  knew  this,  but  the 
knowledge  made  him  even  more  determined  that  they 
should  recognize  his  rank.  He  had  frequently  reported 
cases  of  insubordination,  but  the  offenses  had  contin- 
ued. Now,  with  the  Sergeant  definitely  on  his  side,  Bert 
believed  he  could  see  victory  ahead,  and  his  self-con- 
tented soul  rejoiced. 

Friday,  the  day  of  the  weekly  inspection,  arrived.  A 
few  minutes  after  eight  o'clock  Bert  entered  the  Wood- 
ruff Place  gate  and  proceeded  along  the  broad  cinder 
path,  past  the  Barn,  toward  the  north  end  of  the  Main 
Building.  His  luxurious  boots  and  Sam  Browne  belt 
gleamed  in  the  morning  sunlight.  His  spurs  and  saber- 
chain  rattled  importantly.  Knife-edge  creases  ran  down 
the  sleeves  of  his  coat  and  the  flaring  legs  of  his 
breeches.  In  short,  his  magnificent  appearance  belied 
the  single  round  button  which  he  wore  on  each  shoulder 
as  the  emblem  of  his  rank. 

As  he  strutted  up  the  path  amid  leisurely-strolling 


students,  always  on  the  lookout  for  admiring  glances, 
he  encountered  several  cadets  who  wore  the  pistol-belt 
and  wrap-legging  of  the  lower  ranks.  All  of  them 
saluted,  grudgingly  and  half-heartedly.  They  recog- 
nized this  lieutenant  as  an  officer  but  not  as  a  gentle- 
man. However,  Bert  was  not  troubled  by  this  distinc- 
tion; he  was  satisfied  that  they  had  saluted  him.  He  re- 
turned their  salutes  in  his  "snappiest"  manner  and 
strutted  on. 

Just  as  he  reached  the  broad  cement  walk  which  con- 
nects the  Main  Building  and  the  Auditorium,  Harold 
Tanner  walked  into  view,  past  the  farther  corner  of  the 
Main,  escorting  Bert's  "best  girl!"  The  two  were  en- 
gaged in  conversation.  The  girl  seemed  to  be  very  much 
interested,  but  Harold's  face  wore  an  expression  of 
embarrassment,  boredom,  and  annoyance  combined. 
Neither  of  them  at  first  noticed  Bert. 

Bert  stopped  short  and  stared  in  astonishment.  His 
girl — !  Then  Harold  glanced  over  his  companion's  head 
full  into  Bert's  eyes.  Bert  instantly  recovered  his  com- 
posure and  executed  a  perfect  salute.  To  his  extreme 
surprise,  Harold  made  no  response!  The  colonel's  face 
became  scarlet,  he  glanced  down  at  the  girl,  and  then 
turned  his  eyes  straight  ahead  in  a  useless  attempt  to 
pretend  he  had  not  seen  the  other  officer.  The  pair 
moved  on,  the  girl  still  unconscious  of  Bert's  presence. 

Bert  stamped  into  the  Main,  growling  beneath  his 
breath.  His  pride  had  received  a  severe  blow.  "Walk 
with  my  girl  and  then  refuse  to  salute  me,  will  he?  The 
big  crook!  Well,  he  can't  get  away  with  it!  I'll — I'll — !" 

When  Bert's  company  assembled  for  inspection  on 
the  path  beside  the  West  Residence,  Bert  approached 
Sergeant  Pruett,  who  was  standing  on  the  broad  cement 
steps.  "Sergeant,  Colonel  Tanner  refused  to  return  my 
salute  this  morning,"  he  reported. 

Bert  had  frequently — a  bit  too  frequently — reported 
privates  and  non-commissioned  officers  for  this  offense, 
but  a  colonel — that  was  different. 

"Tanner!"  called  the  Sergeant. 

"Yes,  sir!" 

"McMasters  says  you  failed  to  return  his  salute  this 
morning." 

"Er — er — yes,  sir,  that's  true,"  Harold  stammered, 
in  great  confusion. 

"What!" 

Harold's  explanation  produced  a  mighty  roar  of 
laughter  in  which  the  Sergeant  joined.  Bert  never  fully 
recovered  from  the  shock. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Harold.  "You  see,  that  girl — I  was 
walking  with  a  girl — she's  always  following  me  around, 
Sergeant — she  was  holding  onto  my  arm  and  I  couldn't 

get  loose!"  L.  D.  GINGER 

O  O  ', 

YEARNING 
I  want  to  live  upon  the  plain, 
I  want  to  till  the  sod, 
I  want  to  find  what  living  means  .  .  . 
For  life  is  love  and  love  is  God. 


BERNICE 


NIGHT  PROWLER 


A  keen  ob;crver  requires  no  great  length  of  time  to 
_  discover  who's  who  in  our  family  circle;  it's  self- 
evident.  No  member  of  this  little  group  has  the  power 
to  command  and  enforce  as  does  my  younger  sister. 
When  she  wishes,  she  can  send  a  glow  of  sunshine 
through  all  the  house.  She  also  can  bring  upon  our  de- 
fenseless heads  a  severe  mental  (and  verbal)  storm. 

One  of  the  tender  points  of  her  affections  is  her  black 
and  white  cat.  The  other  day  the  beast  bounded  into  the 
room  looking  very  much  like  a  disreputable  floor  mop. 
Her  usually  immaculate  breast  and  face  of  snowy  white 
bore  dingy  evidence  of  her  excursion  to  the  coal  bin.  (I 
have  no  words  to  suggest  how  filthy  she  appeared  to 
me.)  I  made  a  dive  for  her  and  would  have  extermi- 
nated the  wretch,  but,  like  a  lightning  flash,  my  kid 
sister  shot  across  the  room  toward  me.  "You  let  my  cat 
alone!"  she  thundered.  Her  blue  eyes  grew  black  with 
fury;  and  as  for  me,  well,  I  dropped  the  cat. 

This  youngest  member  of  our  illustrious  family  is 
also  quite  an  accomplished  pugilist.  Recently,  when  the 
leaden  skies  were  sifting  snowflakes  and  the  ground  was 
thickly  padded  with  this  covering,  a  friend  and  I  took 
our  sleds  and  Bernice  to  Brookside  Park  to  coast.  Chil- 
dren, mostly  boys,  thronged  the  hill  which  proved  ideal 
for  our  sport.  My  sister  decided  to  commence  action. 
She  made  a  perfect  take-off,  guiding  the  sled  well.  An 
impish  boy  saw  a  chance  for  some  fun;  he  took  off  at  an 
angle  and  hit  Fleet  Wing,  her  sled,  upsetting  a  less 
timid  girl  than  he  evidently  supposed  my  sister  to  be. 
Both  picked  themselves  up  and  brushed  off  their 
clothes;  then  Bernice  raised  her  hand  threateningly. 
The  boy  tore  across  the  hill,  dodging  oncoming  sleds, 
slipping  here  and  there,  regaining  his  footing,  and  rac- 
ing on;  Bernice  pursued,  biting  the  tip  of  her  tongue  as 
hard  as  she  could  (a  trick  she  invariably  does  when 
angry) .  Most  of  the  crowd  stopped  to  watch  the  chase, 
which  grew  exceedingly  amusing.  My  young  fighter 
finally  got  her  man,  however,  and,  without  the  slightest 
regard  for  her  status  as  a  lady,  banged  him  unmerci- 
fully; then  she  calmly  recovered  her  sled,  climbed  the 
hill,  and  renewed  her  sport.  This  time  her  descent  was 
uninterrupted. 

Although  she  possesses  these  warlike  characteristics, 
Babe  also  has  at  her  disposal  a  sweetness  and  helpful- 
ness which  endears  her  to  all  who  discover  it.  When  I 
am  studying  hard,  it  is  she  who  anticipates  my  wish  for 
a  drink  of  fresh  water;  it  is  she  who  gets  my  book  or 
pencil  for  mc.  Her  dark  blue  eyes,  which  sometimes 
blacken  with  anger,  also  shine  with  love.  Perhaps  she 
dries  the  dishes  for  mother  or  dusts  for  me.  Maybe  she 
sweeps  the  front  porch  or  pokes  the  fire.  In  some  way 
she  finds  a  means  of  expressing  her  affection  by  helping 
us  now  and  then. 

She  is  like  an  April  day  whose  clouds  obscure  the  sky 
for  a  moment,  then  scurry  past,  leaving  an  azure  heaven 
and  a  smiling  sun. 

GENEVIEVE  WIRES 


Light  furniture  made  grotesque  shadows  in  the  dark, 
^  close  room.  Someone  breathed  heavily.  Slowly  the 
door  opened.  A  figure  entered  quietly,  then  the  door 
closed.  A  shadow  crossed  the  room.  The  wardrobe  door 
opened.  Clothes  rustled  and  hangers  jingled  softly.  One 
by  one  light  pieces  of  clothing  were  tossed  from  within 
the  wardrobe  to  a  big  chair  by  the  door.  The  figure 
worked  silently  and  swiftly.  On  leaving  the  wardrobe,  it 
advanced  cautiously  to  the  jewel  case  on  the  dressing 
table.  The  jewelry  tinkled  and  rang  as  a  hand  plunged 
into  the  costly  depths  in  the  darkness.  The  figure 
stopped,  listened,  closed  the  box,  and  turned  to  the  win- 
dow. After  opening  it  carefully  as  far  as  it  would  go,  the 
figure  started  toward  the  chair  where  the  clothing  had 
been  thrown.  With  a  piercing  crash  that  resounded 
through  the  quiet  house,  the  Chinese  brass  incense 
burner  on  the  desk  below  the  window  banged  to  the 
floor,  and  rolled  noisily  across  the  room.  Its  echoes  had 
not  died  before  a  deep  voice  thundered  from  another 
part  of  the  house. 

"Who's  there?" 

The  figure  stood  rooted  to  the  spot.  In  voice  trem- 
bling with  fear  it  responded,  "I,  father." 

"What  time  is  it?" 

Not  daring  to  lie,  the  figure  again  answered  in  a 
quavering  voice,  "One-thirty." 

"You  promised  to  be  home  by  twelve.  No  more  dates 
this  week.  Good  night,  daughter." 

LUCILE  RANDOLPH,  ENG.  VIIIC 


MY  SUPPRESSED  DESIRE 


A  football  man  with  plenty  of  brawn 

But  nary  a  brain  in  his  head, 
The  pigskin  under  his  tight-clasped  arm 

Toward  the  farther  goal  he  sped, 
His  eyes  lit  up  with  a  blazing  fire; 
He's  my  suppressed  desire! 
A  pigeon-toed  lad  with  a  golf  outfit 

Tees  off  with  a  lusty  swing, 
He  leads  far  off  in  a  nice  sandpit 

A  fine  reward  for  a  pretty  fling, 
This  old  Scotch  game  shows  up  the  ire 
In  my  suppressed  desire! 
A  Marine  with  medals  and  a  uniform 

Wins  scores  of  girls  from  every  port, 
He  promises  some  day  to  reform 

But  now  he  thinks  it  quite  good  sport, 
Let's  hope  the  winds  '11  waft  him  higher 
For  he  is  my  suppressed  desire! 
A  boy  with  a  yacht  and  plenty  of  line 

Runs  loose  on  the  shores  of  Lake  St.  Claire, 
Waiting,  I  hope,  for  the  summertime 

When  he  knows  that  I'll  be  there, 
The  one  lone  son  of  his  aged  sire; 
He's  my  suppressed  desire! 

DOROTHY  HOVELSON,  ENG.  VIIIC 


TRAVEL 


A  TRAGEDY  IN  THE  LUNCH  ROOM 


To  see — 

The  fairyland  of  cherry  blossoms, 

Moonbeams  on  snow-capped  Fujiyama. 
To  hear — 

The  incessant  jargon  and  chatter, 

Silver  temple  bells  a  tinkling. 
To  see,  to  hear — 

Japan. 
To  view — 

The  Nile,  pyramids,  ancient  temples, 

Vast  stretches  of  sand  meeting  the  golden  sky. 
To  experience — 

Curiosity  for  musty  ages, 

Thrill  of  mysterious  atmosphere. 
To  view,  to  experience — 

Egypt. 
To  visit — 

Ivy-grown  manors  with  rolling  lawns, 

Grim,  staunch,  old  castles  of  bygone  times. 
To  know — 

All  poets  in  Westminster  Abbey, 

London  from  Temple  Bar  to  Soho  Square. 
To  visit,  to  know — 

England. 
But  first  to  roam — 

Fields,  woodlands,  rivers,  mountains,  cities, 

The  States  from  Maine  to  California. 
To  walk — 

Wall  Street  and  Fifth  Avenue  in  New  York, 

Each  Main  Street  in  little  "one-horse"  towns. 
And  always  to  roam,  to  walk — 

The  United  States. 

GLADYS  KOEHLER,  ENG.  VIIIC 


TWENTY-TWO 


Twenty-two.  My  time  had  come!  Trembling  from 
head  to  foot,  I  walked  to  my  fate.  I  heard  nothing; 
I  saw  only  the  wall  where  it  was  to  happen. 

I  became  weaker;  and  my  knees  failing  me  alto- 
gether, I  slid  limply  down,  blindly  groping  for  a  sup- 
port. My  searching  fingers  found  "something  or  other" 
projecting  from  the  wall,  and  I  dropped  thankfully 
upon  it.  No  one  noticed  my  actions.  No  one  cared  as 
to  what  was  happening  to  me.  Was  there  no  mercy? 

I  took  one  glance  at  the  batteries  trained  upon  me 
and  resigned  myself  to  my  inevitable  fate. 

I  dimly  remember,  "Lift  up  your  head!" 

"Yes,"  I  thought,  "I  will  take  it  like  a  man."  Then — 
"Ready?"  the  same  voice  inquired.  Repulsing  a  demon- 
ical urge  to  laugh,  I  stiffened;  threw  up  my  chin;  mois- 
tened my  lips;  and  nodded,  "Yes."  Moments  stretched 
into  hours.  Would  he  never  shoot?  "Next.  Twenty- 
three." 

Oh,  girls!  wasn't  it  just  too  thrilling  though;  and 
really,  my  dear,  wasn't  that  photographer  cute? 

ROBERT  STONE,  ENG.  VIIIC 


We  were  sitting  at  a  crowded  table  in  the  old  lunch 
room.  The  usual  lunch-hour  noises — the  metal- 
lic clatter  of  trays,  the  rattle  of  dishes,  the  scraping  of 
wood  against  concrete,  the  chatter  and  hum  of  carefree 
conversation,  merry  laughter — met  our  ears,  but  my 
companion  did  not  hear  them.  He  stared  down  at  the 
tray  before  him  with  eyes  that  saw  nothing.  His  face 
wore  a  look  of  worried,  puzzled  concentration.  His  eye- 
brows were  drawn  down,  as  were  the  corners  of  his 
mouth.  His  left  elbow  was  propped  on  the  edge  of  the 
table,  and  his  cheek  lay  against  his  fist.  With  his  free 
hand  he  toyed  with  the  straw  which  protruded  from  a 
small  milk  bottle,  now  empty.  His  shoulders  drooped; 
his  legs  were  drawn  up  under  his  chair. 

"What's  wrong,  old  fellow?"  I  asked,  consolingly. 
"Lessons  worrying  you?" 

"Naw,"  he  muttered.  "Can't  decide  whether  to  eat 
pie  or  ice  cream  first." 


NOSES 


Good  noses  are  my  hobby — probably  because  I 
haven't  one.  They  have  always  been  objects  for 
speculation  at  any  gathering,  social  or  otherwise.  Even 
study  halls  furnish  a  variety  of  specimens. 

At  present  there  is  a  very  long,  irregular,  prying, 
blonde  nose  in  the  seat  in  front  of  me.  It  gives  me  a 
profile  view  quite  often  inferring  that  it  is  really  worth- 
while. A  Roman  nose  several  aisles  to  the  right  is  slight- 
ly bent  over  Tennyson.  When  that  individual  frowns, 
which  he  does  frequently,  the  nose  becomes  more  Roman. 

If  I  judged  people  by  noses,  and  I  do,  I  would  have 
a  great  dislike  for  the  blonde  nose.  My  judgment  would 
denounce  the  person  as  shallow  and  as  a  follower  of 
the  line  of  least  resistance.  The  other  nose  is  not  quite 
so  disgusting  in  my  estimation,  for  sullen  people  quite 
often  are  justified  in  their  sullenness. 

The  nose  of  my  ideals  is  straight,  neither  broad  nor 
thin,  humped,  curled,  or  turned  up.  It  fits  a  balanced 
face  with  regular  features.  I  see  it  every  day,  but  even 
if  it  were  mine  it  wouldn't  fit  my  face. 

MADELINE  SANDER 


SUNSET 


When  the  day  is  gone 
And  the  setting  sun 
Sinks  deep 
In  the  golden  west; 
When  cares  are  done, 
Your  treasures  won, 
And  the  birds 
Have  gone  to  rest; 
You,  too,  will  find 
In  the  twilight  time 
Sweet  peace  and  happiness. 

JANET  K.  WISCHMEIER,  ENG.  VIIIC 
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A  CHALLENGE 


Nearly  twelve  years  ago  an  armistice  was  signed 
ending  the  greatest  of  all  wars,  the  World  War. 
The  thundercloud  of  war  floated  away,  leaving  the 
world  strewn  with  destruction  and  death.  Sorrow  which 
visited  millions  of  families  came  to  the  homes  of  four 
former  Tech  students.  The  joy  of  service  well  done  was 
experienced  by  two  hundred  and  forty-five  Tech  teach- 
ers and  pupils. 

In  this  magazine  we  have  endeavored  to  pay  our  re- 
spects to  those  Tech  teachers  and  pupils  who  partici- 
pated in  this  great  war,  to  the  four  who  gave  their  lives 
in  a  valiant  effort  to  guard  their  flag  and  country,  and 
to  the  present  R.O.T.C.  which  is  moulding  young  man- 
hood to  fit  in  with  the  high  ideals  and  standards  of  to- 
day; with  emphasis  upon  those  young  men  who  have 
grown  up  with  the  R.O.T.C,  the  flower  of  manhood, 
disciplined  not  only  to  cope  with  war  but  with  any  situa- 


tion which  may  arise  in  the  business  and  political  world. 

This  R.O.T.C.  of  ours  is  an  organization  of  which  to 
be  proud.  For  nine  consecutive  years  it  has  been  the 
winner  in  the  Fifth  Corps  Area  inspection.  Only  one 
other  school  in  the  country  can  rival  this  marvelous 
record,  but  none  can  surpass  it. 

In  this  school  of  ours  every  pupil  can  reach  this  high 
standard,  too,  if  he  so  desires.  Offering  everything 
necessary  to  mould  the  character  of  young  men  and 
women,  Tech  is  a  model  to  the  R.O.T.C,  as  is  the 
R.O.T.C.  a  model  to  the  school.  Seniors  leaving  Tech 
have  completed  four  of  the  best  years  of  their  life,  have 
grown  to  young  men  and  women  well  fitted  to  represent 
the  ideals  of  their  school.  Freshmen  who  entered  in  the 
fall  are  beginning  to  learn  what  a  clean  life  and  char- 
acter mean.  All  of  these  ideals  are  symbolized  in  the 
R.O.T.C. 

The  R.O.T.C.  is  throwing  a  challenge  to  the  school. 


(Concluded  on  Page  53) 


CLUB  OFFICERS  FOR  THE  SPRING  SEMESTER 


LATIN  CLUB 

Consuls WeraKunse 

/  Paxine  St.  Helen 

Scriba Louise  Crouch 

Scriba  Aliena Beatrice  Roehm 

Praeco  ----------         Bertram  Behrmann 

Sponsor Miss  Irene  McLean 


SPANISH  CLUB 

President William  Pattison 

Vice-President Elizabeth  Russell 

Secretary Ruby  Woesner 

Treasurer      ---------  Kathrine  Herbers 

Sponsor Miss  Esther  Aldridge 


LIBRARY  CLUB 

President       ---------  Pauline  Smith 

Vice-President Mary  Barry 

Secretary       ---------  Marion  Schulz 

Historian      ---------  Ruth  Simpson 

Sponsor Miss  Lyle  Harter 

HOME  ECONOMICS  CLUB 

President Elizabeth  Stahlhut 

Vice-President Lora  Elizabeth  McNier 

Secretary Kathryn  Gish 

Treasurer Mary  Jane  Whitaker 

Historian      ---------         Ruth  Singers 

[Miss  Helen  F.  Murray 
Sponsors i  Miss  Frieda  Ann  Bach 

[  Miss  Pearl  Apland 


NATURE  STUDY  CLUB 

President       ---------  Geniel  Burrell 

Vice-President Samuel  Cox 

Secretary Dorothy  Kellar 

Treasurer      ---------  Catherine  Duke 

Sponsor         ---------  Mr.  Clare  Cox 


STRATFORD  LITERARY  CLUB 

President Joseph  Tomes 

Vice-President        - Marjory  Watkins 

Secretary Miriam  Schurman 

Sponsor         ... Miss  Helen  Thornton 

Honorary  Sponsor Miss  Mabel  Goddard 
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THE  1930  TRACK  SQUAD 

Front  Row:  Left  to  Right — Howard  Smith,  Jack  Neely,  Howard  Obenchain,  Ted  F: 
Mann,  George  Templin,  George  Van  Camp. 

Middle  Row:  Left  to  Right — Howard  Hockensmith,   Donas  Dischinger,  Harold   Meyer,   Eugene  Behmer,  Ei 
Rothert,  Robert  Overtree,  William  Greenleese. 

Top  Row:  Left  to  Right — Coach  Paul  Myers,  John  Russell,  Laudell  Fountain,  Fred  Lantz,  Manager  Fred  R.  Gorman,  William  Reed 
LaMar  Smith,  Dennis  White,  Coach  Reuben  Behlmer. 


Howard  White,  Charles 
Lowery,  Richard 


A  REVIEW  OF  TRACK 


FRANK  NEWLAND 

Under  the  direction  of  Coaches  Paul  Myers  and 
Reuben  Behlmer,  the  titanic,  triumphant,  terrific 
tricky  Tech  track  team  has  made  and  is  making  a 
creditable  showing. 

With  only  Hall,  Russell,  Freeman,  and  L.  Smith,  the 
remaining  letter  men  from  the  preceding  season,  Coach 
Myers,  with  the  assistance  of  Coach  Behlmer,  has 
turned  out  a  fine  track  aggregation.  An  average  of 
eighty  boys  has  turned  out  for  nightly  practice.  Of 
these,  twenty  are  freshmen,  and  twenty  are  varsity 
tracksters.  The  following  boys  have  done  well  in  their 
particular  events:  Lowery,  shot  put;  Hall,  high  jump; 
Reed,  hurdles;  Freeman,  in  the  quarter  mile;  and  Rus- 
sell, half-mile.  The  freshman  outfit  showed  real  ability 
and  promises  a  well  all-around  developed  team  in  the 
future. 

WINS   FIRST   MEET 

On  Friday,  April  eleventh,  the  team  opened  its 
schedule  in  approved  style  by  spilling  Kokomo,  52  to 
47,  at  the  Wildcat  town.  Bill  Reed  of  Tech  led  the  in- 
dividual scoring  with  eleven  points. 

Muncie  came  up  for  slaughter  Friday,  April  eight- 
eenth, when  Tech  invaded  the  Bearcats'  field  and  hum- 
bled them,  57  to  42.  Tech  copped  six  out  of  eleven  first 
places  of  this  meet. 

Following  this  battle,  the  boys  grabbed  third  place 
with  fourteen  points  in  the  Greencastle  Relays,  held  at 
Greencastle  on  Saturday,  April  twenty-sixth.  Eleven 


this  meet.  Malcolm  Hall  set  a 
eleven  and  three-fourths  inches 


schools  participated  i 
new  record:  five  feet 
in  the  high  jump. 

Tech,  Warren  Central,  and  Lebanon  met  at  the 
Tech  field  on  Monday,  April  twenty-eighth,  for  a  tri- 
angular meet.  The  Green  and  White  collected  fifty- 
three  points,  while  Warren  Central  and  Lebanon  won 
thirty-eight  and  eight  points  respectively.  In  this  con- 
test the  hosts  "went  to  town"  by  placing  in  every  event 
and  by  copping  seven  first  places.  Behmer  of  Tech  was 
high-point  man,  having  collected  thirteen  points. 

Bloomington  journeyed  to  Tech  on  Friday,  May 
second,  and  tripped  the  home  team,  71  to  28,  for  the 
Green  and  White's  first  individual  defeat.  However, 
the  visitors  did  not  meet  with  serious  competition,  since 
Coach  Myers  had  withdrawn  from  the  lineup  fifteen 
varsity  men,  with  the  intention  of  saving  them  for  the 
Greencastle  Relays.  Smith,  by  winning  the  half-mile 
event,  brought  in  Tech's  only  first  place. 

At  Greencastle  the  Arsenalites  tied  with  Peru  for 
third  place.  Malcolm  Hall  again  set  a  new  carnival 
high-jump  record  of  five  feet,  eleven  inches. 

OTHER   RESULTS 

Kokomo  Relays:  Kokomo,  27;  Brazil,  20;  Tech  and 
Peru,  16. 

Big  Ten:    Kokomo,  39;  Tech,  32;  Anderson,  25%. 

Sectional:  Tech  and  Warren  Central,  27;  Wash- 
ington, 23. 

State:  Froebel,  39.1;  Brazil,  17;  Kokomo,  14;  Wiley 
(Terre  Haute) ,  Emerson  (Gary) ,  and  Elkhart,  9; 
Tech,  Horace  Mann  (Gary) ,  and  Peru,  8. 


THE  1930  BASEBALL  SQUAD 

Front  Row:  Left  to  Right — Kenneth  Payne,  Jack  McLaughlin,  AI  Newman,  David  Jordan,  Leland  Loman. 
Middle  Row:  Left  to  Right — Frank  Baird,  Emmett  Lowery,  Frank  Lutz,  Clarence  Gill,  Robert  Schmidt. 

Top  Row:  Left  to  Right — Coach  John  A.  Mueller,  Karl  Sutph  n,   Edward  Luessow,   Dean  Williams,   Earl  Campbell,  Richard  Sites, 
Manager  Fred  R.  Gorman. 


WITH  THE  BASEBALL  BOYS 


BILLY  FROSCH 

Hello,  gang!  Here's  a  thirteen-year  resume  of  Tech 
baseball.  In  1917  Tech  won  the  state.  In  the  final 
games  the  following  scores  were  made:  Tech  5,  Ander- 
son 0  (forfeit)  ;  Tech  7,  Manual  3 ;  Tech  12,  Kewanna  2. 

Stay  in  there  and  pitch,  Lutz 

In  1918  most  of  the  boys  were  playing  a  bigger  game 
of  life — the  World  War.  Tech  had  no  team. 

The  old  peg,  Newman 

The  old  album  shows  Tech  playing  few  games  in 
1919,  but  this  did  not  prevent  it  from  winning  the  city 
series. 

The  old  eye,  Payne 

Coming  to  bat  in  1920,  the  boys  drubbed  all  of  the 
city  teams  for  another  city  title.  The  team  also  won  five 
games  and  lost  two. 

'Round  the  horn,  Loman 

In  1921  the  willow-wielders  battled  with  nine  oppo- 
nents and  won  every  game  played. 

Scoop  'em  up,  McLaughlin 

Here's  old  1922!  Why,  300  boys  reported  for  prac- 
tice. The  abundance  of  material  helped  Tech  take  the 
state  title  and  win  twelve  games. 

Peg  to  first,  Jordan 

Tech's  Green  and  White  nine  were  city  champs  in 
1923  in  addition  to  having  the  distinction  of  capturing 
ten  victories. 

Grab  that  fly,  Lowery 

The  family  album  in  1924  credits  Tech  with  another 
city  championship  and  seven  big  games  won. 

How  about  a  run,  Gill? 

The  family  album  slightly  neglected  1925  except  to 
say  that  200  boys  reported  and  a  good  team  was  the 
result. 


The  old  fight,  Baird 

Old  1926  was  a  gala  year  at  Technical  and  the  boys 
came  through  with  ten  victories  and  only  one  defeat. 

We  like  your  teams,  Coach  Mueller 

In  1927  the  Green  and  White  machine  delivered  the 
goods  with  a  list  of  seven  victories  and  two  defeats. 

We  like  the  schedules.  Manager  Gorman 

The  Muellermen  were  at  their  best  in  1928  when  they 
delivered  ten  straight  victories. 

We  like  the  T-E-A--M 

Tech  reached  a  pinnacle  of  success  in  1929.  The  pow- 
erful nine  registered  ten  victories  besides  winning  the 
city  title. 


SCORE  VICTORIES 


Under  the  able  tutelage  of  Coach  John  Mueller, 
Tech  developed  another  typical  championship  baseball 
team.  With  an  abundance  of  material,  a  fighting  squad 
was  the  result.  Many  of  the  boys  are  playing  their  last 
year  on  the  first  squad. 

Tech    2,  Southport,  1. 

Tech    7,  Shelbyville,  9. 

Tech  19,  Masonic  Home  (Franklin)  1. 

Tech  14,  Noblesville  0. 

Tech    9,  Richmond  8. 

Tech  17,  Batesville  4. 

Tech    3,  Huntington  5. 

Tech  12,  Richmond  3. 

Tech    3,  Shelbyville  1. 

Tech  25,  Noblesville  1. 

Tech    9,  Washington  1. 

Tech    5,  Vincennes  1. 

Tech    2,  Manual  6. 


THE  1929-30  BASKETBALL  SQUAD 

Bottom  Row:  Left  to  Right — Emmett  Lowery,  Clarence  Jones,  Earl  Overman,  Robert  Babcock,  Eugene  Behmer. 
Top  Row:  Left  to  Right — Robert  Loser,  Frank  Baird,  Frank  Reis.ner,  Earl  Campbell,  Kenneth  Payne. 


HOOSIER  BASKETBALL 


SECONDS 


HAL  WINTER 

Basketball — our  great  Hoosier  hysteria  which  has 
been  resting  for  nearly  three  months  among  the 
solid  cement  portals  of  the  giant  Tech  gym  and  which 
will  not  revive  itself  until  late  this  year — is  never  a  for- 
gotten spirit  of  our  modern  sports  world. 

Tim  Campbell,  a  moulder  of  finer  young  men,  began 
his  third  season  as  head  mentor  on  the  hardwood  floor 
with  only  three  veterans  from  his  1928-29  edition  of  net 
stars,  in  the  personages  of  Emmett  Lowery  as  floor- 
guard;  Frank  Reissner  at  center;  and  Robert  Babcock 
at  backguard,  capable  of  changing  to  floorguard  or  to 
a  forward's  position  when  needed. 

These  three  athletes  were  calloused  in  the  funda- 
mentals of  the  game  and  had  but  to  add  to  their  tech- 
nique; it  was  these  boys  around  whom  was  built  a  team 
which  gave  every  fan  a  thrill  when  it  trotted  on  the 
floor  ready  to  battle  to  a  finish  with  its  opponents. 

In  order  to  initiate  the  new  gymnasium  in  true  Tech 
fashion,  Mr.  Gorman,  athletic  director,  scheduled  the 
graduating  members  of  the  1928-29  state  runners-up 
team  to  play  in  the  dedicatory  contest  which  the  alumni 
won  by  squeezing  out  a  25-to-24  victory. 

During  the  lean  Christmas  month,  the  Campbellmen 
got  off  to  a  good  start  by  scoring  three  victories  out  of 
four  starts,  winning,  29  to  19,  from  Rochester's  Ze- 
bras; 31  to  20  from  Greenfield's  Tigers;  and  43  to  27 

(Concluded  on  Page  41) 


Tech's  varsity  understudies,  the  reserve  players,  es- 
tablished a  marvelous  (78. 6'  { )  record. 

The  seconds  set  the  pace  for  the  varsity  by  drubbing 
Arlington's  varsity  combination,  34  to  7,  in  the  season's 
opener.  But  things  didn't  go  well  at  Muncie,  and  the 
Bearcat  cubs  emerged  victorious,  21  to  15. 

Then  began  a  long  period  of  seven  victories  which 
started  during  the  second  week  of  December  on  the 
night  following  the  Muncie  defeat,  when  the  Techmen 
toppled  the  visiting  Greenfield  netmen,  23  to  11.  Leba- 
non fell  next,  27  to  14;  Kokomo  followed,  24  to  13; 
Martinsville  fell  short  by  one  point,  23  to  22;  Frank- 
fort couldn't  get  the  ball  and  dropped  by  the  wayside, 
20  to  10;  Rushville  did  as  bad  and  the  result  was  21  to 
10;  Connersville  was  listless  and  the  score  was  12  to  8. 

But  Newcastle  felt  like  Muncie  did,  and  again  the 
score  was  21  to  15  against  the  Arsenal  men.  The  An- 
derson papooses  snatched  a  21-to-20  victory  out  of  the 
fire. 

To  finish  out  February  and  the  season  in  a  blaze  of 
glory,  the  scrubs  spurted  and  drubbed  Broad  Ripple, 
38  to  18;  took  Washington  (Indianapolis) ,  19  to  10; 
and  squeezed  out  a  27-to-21  win  in  the  year's  finale 
against  the  Shelbyville  youths. 

This  record  speaks  for  itself — quality  and  quantity, 
both,  are  in  abundance  in  this  group  of  underclassmen, 
all  of  whom  should  be  available  for  next  season's  team. 


RECORD  FRESHIE  GAMES 


WAS  I  GYPED? 


Tech's  finest  crop  of  freshman  basketball  players 
turned  out  last  fall  for  the  yearling  squad. 

These  first-year  boys  continued  through  nine  con- 
tests, ending  their  campaign  with  a  bang.  They 
swamped  Broad  Ripple,  56  to  19;  knocked  out  Manual, 
33  to  19;  subdued  Washington,  27  to  15;  drubbed 
Shortridge,  39  to  11;  squeezed  out  a  14-to-13  victory 
over  Manual  in  a  return  contest;  again  thumped  Broad 
Ripple,  43  to  11;  more  than  tripled  the  score  on  Wash- 
ington in  a  return  engagement,  25  to  7;  doubled  the 
score  on  Shortridge  in  another  return  game,  26  to  13, 
and  ended  their  schedule  with  a  decisive  triumph  over 
Southport,  48  to  11. 


HOOSIER  BASKETBALL 


(Concluded  from  Page  40) 

from  Lebanon's  Tigers;  while  dropping  a  48-to-24  de- 
cision to  Muncie's  tall  Bearcats. 

King  Basketball  staved  off  the  spinal  meningitis 
epidemic  long  enough  to  stage  a  battle  at  Kokomo  in 
which  the  Wildcats  were  shaded,  38  to  37.  But  the 
epidemic  finally  got  him,  and  he  didn't  recuperate  until 
two  weeks  later,  when  Martinsville  rallied  to  a  26-to-25 
victory,  and  Frankfort  followed  suit  and  stopped  a  gal- 
lant rally  in  time  to  win  a  25-to-2 1  decision. 

Then  came  the  city  tourney  and  Tech  triumphed, 
31  to  10  over  Manual;  and  32  to  12  over  Shortridge 
to  win  the  city  championship. 

A  slump  followed  and  Rushville  scored  with  a  20-to- 
13  total,  Logansport  fought  uphill  to  a  32-to-26  ver- 
dict, Connersville  drove  and  pounded  its  way  to  a 
30-to-24  conquest,  and  Newcastle  raced  to  a  19-to-7 
finish! 

It  was  high  time  someone  called  a  halt  to  this  slaugh- 
tering, and  so  the  Green  and  White  players  were  given 
a  lay-off  during  which  they  regained  their  confidence 
and  then  came  back  to  finish  the  season  with  a  rush. 
Anderson,  Vincennes,  and  Shelbyville  fell  before  their 
onslaught  29  to  23,  27  to  17,  and  26  to  23,  respectively; 
while  Richmond  caught  them  off-guard  and  admin- 
istered a  23-to-17  beating. 

The  sectional  tournament  proved  that  the  cream  of 
Indianapolis  had  prepared  carefully,  as  the  victories 
piled  up:  36  to  scrappy  New  Bethel's  12;  30  to  weary 
Acton's  3;  20  to  spirited  Washington's  2;  and  38  to 
fighting  Manual's  5  points. 

But  Tech  met  its  Waterloo  the  following  week  when 
Anderson's  Indians  cool,  confident,  and  defiant,  baffled 
the  men  of  Indianapolis  throughout  their  contest  and 
secured  the  latter's  scalps  with  a  20-to-13  victory. 

Here  the  season  for  the  Eastside  courtmen  ended. 
They  proved  to  ail  the  fans  that  they  were  fine,  clean- 
cut  young  men,  upholding  the  ideals  of  true  sportsman- 
ship at  all  times  and  places. 


Gyped?  Why,  of  course,  I  was.  I  had  purchased  my 
ticket  for  the  state  track  meet  in  order  to  see  our 
Johnny  Russell,  Ted  Freeman,  and  Malcolm 
Hall  strut  their  stuff.  Maybe  I  was  dreaming,  but  no, 
I  was  on  the  Tech  bleachers  reading  a  paper  on  which 
appeared  the  names  of  some  of  the  most  unbelievable 
track  persons. 

The  timers,  Melvin  Banta  and  Elaine  Mill- 
holland,  were  in  position  at  the  stand  with  Orval 
Rucker,  the  staff  sports  correspondent.  The  starters, 
Frances  Dezarek  and  Clifton  Fulk,  had  the  run- 
ners in  line,  ready  to  start.  But  wait — who  is  in  that 
line-up?  There  seems  to  be  some  question  among  the 
officials  as  to  whether  or  not  they  should  let  Elizabeth 
Ann  Nichols,  (Shortridge — Horrors!!!)  run  in  the 
220-yard  relay  against  Daniel  Shattuck,  Tech,  and 
Alfred  Asperger,  (Central  of  Fort  Wayne — Again, 
Horrors!!!)  and  the  representatives  of  the  other  high 
schools.  Yes,  Elizabeth  Ann  is  going  to  get  to  stay. 
Hot  Dogs!  A  girl  in  the  relays!!! 

All  the  trouble  wasn't  over  then  for,  when  the  finish 
came,  it  proved  that  Charles  Guffin  was  the  Dark 
Horse  of  Tech  and  won  by  a  hair's  breadth  over  Wil- 
bur LeMaster,  one  of  the  stars.  Just  think  of  all  the 
tears  and  wet  handkerchiefs  we  girls  had  because  our 
loyal  Techites  had  changed  to  a  high  school  which  they 
thought  excelled  Tech.  Lizzie  and  Al,  ain't  you 
ashamed  of  yourselves? 

Over  at  one  end  of  the  track  I  was  again  astonished 
to  distinguish  Alice  Krick,  Ruth  Huckleberry, 
John  Flynn,  and  Wilbur  Needham  playing  the 
world  famous  game  of  "Leap  Frog." 

At  the  opposite  end  I  found  poor  little  Dorothy 
Huffine,  the  cat,  being  chased  by  Norma  Schaefer, 
the  vermin,  in  a  most  exciting  game  of  "Cat  and  Rat." 

I  was  positive  by  this  time  that  I  was  being  gyped 
?nd  double-crossed  and  everything  else.  However,  I 
dropped  all  thoughts  of  the  ill-fated  winds  when  my 
live-saver,  Leonard  Thomas,  came  past,  selling  life- 
saver  mints.  Leonard  was  not  to  be  surpassed,  though, 
for  our  gallant  Mr.  Neal  Pierson  was  distributing 
free  Eskimo  pies  to  the  girls. 

After  this  short  intermission,  the  tracksters  again 
were  in  action.  The  shot-put  was  being  contested  by 
Delbert  Daringer,  Milton  Jones,  and  Charles 
Madinger.  The  high  hurdles  were  being  taken  by 
Margaretta  Leibel,  Martha  McComb,  and  Doro- 
thy McCormack. 

James  Mattwig,  William  Millholland,  Charles 
Murphy,  and  Eric  Ramey  were  contesting  for  honors 
as  low  hurdlers. 

When  the  State  Senior  Track  Meet  came  to  a  close 
at  4:30  p.  m.,  it  was  quite  evident  that  Tech  had 
reigned  supreme  by  capturing  all  laurels. 

It  may  be  that  I  was  dreaming,  but  since  I  am  an 
"A"  senior,  I  think  I  was  gyped.  Paging  the  senior  "A" 
students  of  the  1930  Tech  class! 


ifiPlP 


GOLF  TENNIS 

Golf:  Left  to  Right — Robert  Munro,  Thomas  Petric,  Walter  Chipman,  Cecil  Bolding,  James  M 
Tennis:  Left  to  Right — Leland  Loman,  Emmett  Lowery,  Harry  Martin,  Jack  Yule,  Coach  Paul  A.  Fol 


VOLLEY  BALL 


Volley  Ball,  First  Row:  Left  to  Right — Alice  May  Courtot,  Evelyn  Willsey,  Eva  Lorentz,  Dorothy  Brush,  Christina  Laughlin,  Grenda 
Schad.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  ! 
Second  Row:  Martha  Caskey,  Marcella  Paden,  Thelma  Berry,  Dorothy  Downey,  Thelma  Sears,  Margaret  Sweeney. 
Third  Row:  Eleanor  Clampitt,  Elizabeth  Stonebreaker,  Margaret  Davis,  Bertine  Burks,  Mary  Elizabeth  Nuse. 
Fourth  Row:  Ruth  Guy,  Mary  Elizabeth  Rhodes,  Dorothy  Brady,  Louise  Eppen,  love  Thielst. 
Fifth  Row:  Dorothy  Fagen,  Lois  Wilson,  Ada  Bloemhof,  Dorothy  Cheezum,  Dorothy  Milliron,  Louise  Shoppe. 

REVIEWS  TENNIS  SEASON 

GIRLS'  BASKETBALL 

T    Tnder  the  tutelage  of  Mr.  Paul  Foltz,  Tech's  tennis 
\^J  team  encountered  a  successful  season,  having  de- 
feated some  of  the  best  outfits  in  the  state.  Five  boys, 
Emmett   Lowery,   Jack   Yule,   Norman  Worth,   Lee 
Loman,  and  Harry  Martin,  swung  the  racquets  for 
Tech.  They  opened  their  season  by  blanketing  the 
Shelby ville  outfit,  5  to  1.  In  a  gruelling  contest  at  the 
Hawthorne  courts,  the  Green  and  White  was  bested, 
4  to  2,  by  Shortridge.  Nevertheless,  the  boys  came  back 
and  overcame  the  Anderson  aggregation,  5  to  1,  which 
placed  them  on  a  2-to-l  basis  on  all  games  played. 

On  Saturday,  May  tenth,  the  Green  and  White  were 
host  to  several  visiting  teams  at  the  annual  Tennis 
Conference.  In  this  meet  Lee  Loman  of  Tech  won  the 
right  to  be  called  "singles  champion"'  for  1930. 

A  fter  a  successful  series  of  intra-mural  games  played 
/V.by  the  four  girls'  teams  which  were  organized  early 
in  the  basketball  season,  Miss  Abbett  and  Miss  Green- 
wood sponsored  a  tournament  which  included  these 
teams. 

Miss  Abbett's  Green  and  White  team  won  the  tour- 
ney when  it  defeated  the  Blue  and  Gold  sextette,  42  to 
16,  in  the  final  game. 

Seventeen  girls  were  chosen  and  organized  into  two 
teams  to  compete  in  a  game  to  decide  the  season  s 
awards  which  were  presented  by  Mr.  Stuart  March 
twenty-eighth  at  the  athletic  award  assembly.  Mildred 
Thixton,  Martha  Caskey,  Dorothy  Milliron,  Bertine 
Burks,  Dorothy  Downey,  Louise  Eppen,  Lois  Willsey, 
and    Thelma    Berry    received    monograms.    Dorothy 
Cheezum,  Lillian  Tomson,  Jane  Kelley,  June  Kramer, 
Louisa  Scudder,  Mary  Hall,  Eva  Lorentz,  Betty  Jean 
Smith,  and  Marjorie  Edwards  received  A.T.S.  buttons. 

The  method  of  organization   for  girls'  basketball 
this  season  has  been  different  from  the  plan  used  in 
former  seasons  in  that  no   inter-school  games  were 
played. 

GIRLS'  TRACK 

T)lay  Day,  the  girls'  annual  spring  carnival,  held 
JL     May  twenty-first  on  the  Tech  athletic  field,  brought 
to  a  close  the  girls'  track,  volley  ball,  and  baseball  sea- 
sons. Many  unusual  features  were  included  in  this  three- 
fold meet.  The  50-yard  dash,  the  basketball  throw,  the 
high  jump,  and  broad  jump  were  outstanding  events. 
A  contest  between  the  two  strongest  volley  ball  teams, 
the  baseball  throw,  a  cage  ball  game,  relay,  and  a  base- 
ball game  completed  Play  Day. 

THE  GOLF  TEAM 

A  fter  several  elimination  contests,  Coach  Thomas 
jt~\.  Campbell  was  able  to  cut  a  large  group  of  ambi- 
tious golfers  to  four,  who  have  constituted  Tech's  team 
for  this  year.  These  four,  James  Munro,  Tony  Petric, 
Walter  Chapman,  and  Cecil  Bolding,  have  had  a  suc- 
cessful season,  having  defeated  Shelby  ville,  Shortridge, 
Lebanon,  and  Anderson  in  their  first  four  engagements. 
Games  yet  to  be  played  when  the  Cannon  went  to 
press  were  with  Manual  (2) ,  Lebanon,  Shortridge,  and 
Shelbyville.  All  home  games  were  played  at  the  Pleas- 
ant Run  golf  course. 

VOLLEY  BALL 

|  /orty  girls  reported  for  volley  ball  practice  when  the 
Jl    coaches,  Miss  Hazel  Abbett  and  Miss  Grace  Green- 
wood, issued  the  first  call,  early  in  April.  A  league, 
consisting  of  four  teams,  was  organized,  and  the  girls 
played  an  intra-mural  tournament,  on  Monday  and 
Thursday  afternoons,  throughout  April  and  May. 

JACK 
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TECH  AND  SttELBYVILLE 
•     GOLF  BUGS    * 


•    UNDEFEATED  FRESNO  *         THE  SHELBYVILLE  &OLf  MEET 


JOHnc'oAMCHELl£R      HFUY  TECH  J0E  SAhDS 


LEfT  TO  RIGHT  -f RED  R.G0RHAN, 
TEOI-  RUSSEL  S.  JULIUS,  SHORTAGE- 
BRUCE  HORRISON,  WASHINGTON - 
fRONT  ROW-RUSSfL  CLUm,  MANUAL- 
ED  DIE DR1CH,  BROAD  RIPPLE. 

CITY  TOURNEY 

*      *      * 


i-MJ3n63ftita!  •        •        •      FOOTBALL  FEAST     •         *        *  AL  nEWflAM 


WITH  THE  MILITARY  UNITS 


SENIOR  CLASS  HISTORY 


II  STI-k   HNGEL 


The  Arsenal  Technical  High  School  R.O.T.C. 
unit  was  organized  at  Tech  in  September,  1919. 
Since  military  training  was  compulsory,  Tech  had  a 
unit  that  consisted  of  1,965  boys.  The  department  was 
placed  under  the  command  of  Colonel  Westmoreland, 
who  was  assisted  by  an  able  staff  of  officers  which  in- 
cluded Captain  Perry,  Master-Sergeant  Short,  and 
First-Sergeant  McCarthy.  Later  in  the  year,  three  more 
sergeants  were  ordered  to  Tech.  In  1920,  Sergeant 
Chester  Pruett  was  assigned  to  Tech,  and  has  devoted 
his  time  to  the  R.O.T.C.  department  ever  since.  The 
year  1921  saw  Major  Edwards  at  the  helm  of  the  Tech 
unit,  with  Sergeants  McCarthy,  Pruett,  and  Short  as 
assistants.  This  year  military  training  was  made  elec- 
tive, but  Tech  still  boasted  a  unit  that  numbered  1,400. 
In  1922,  Sergeant  McCarthy  was  replaced  by  Sergeant 
Gustaf  Wolff,  who  remained  at  Tech  until  his  re- 
moval to  George  Washington  High  School  in  1927. 

For  the  first  time  since  its  establishment,  the  R.O. 
T.C.  cadets  were  inspected  by  government  officials  in 
1922.  Tech  was  proclaimed  honor  school  for  the  first 
time. 

In  1923,  Captain  Schroeder,  later  Major  Schroeder, 
was  sent  to  replace  Major  Edwards  who  had  asked  to 
be  relieved.  Again  in  1923,  Tech  won  the  inspection 
in  the  fifth  corps  area,  and  repeated  this  performance 
in  each  of  the  following  years.  Under  the  guidance  of 
Sergeant  Pruett,  and  under  the  command  of  Major 
Schroeder,  Tech  has  established  herself  as  one  of  the 
outstanding  secondary  schools  of  military  training  in 
this  country. 

The  activities  of  the  unit  have  been  numerous  and 
varied.  The  cadets  have  taken  part  in  numerous  parades 
and  demonstrations.  They  also  have  taken  part  in  city 
competitive  drills,  and  have  been  successful  in  winning 
every  one  of  them. 

In  1927,  the  Tech  cadets  aided  in  patrolling  the  tor- 
nado-stricken east  side  area  of  this  city.  Ralph  Schooley 
and  Wright  Cotton  brought  additional  glory  to  Tech's 
R.O.T.C.  unit  by  winning  the  distinction  of  being  the 
best  cadets  in  the  city  in  1928  and  1929  respectively. 

This  semester  the  cadets  concentrated  their  efforts 
toward  the  inspection  which  was  held  on  April  twenty- 
fifth.  Tech  made  a  remarkable  showing  under  the 
command  of  Cadet  Colonel  Frank  Reissner,  who  had 
an  excellent  staff  of  officers  to  co-operate  with  him.  The 
inspecting  officers  this  year  were  Lieutenant-Colonel 
Bowman  and  Major  Guyer,  both  from  the  fifth  corps 
area  headquarters  at  Columbus,  Ohio. 

Created  in  accordance  with  the  National  Defense 
Act,  the  Tech  R.O.T.C.  department  has  not  only  de- 
veloped and  trained  the  youths  to  be  prepared  for  mili- 
tary emergencies,  but  has  also  trained  the  youths  to  be 
physically  fit,  mentally  alert,  and  self-reliant,  prepared 
to-  face  the  manifold  problems  of  every-day  life. 


(Concluded  from  Page  20) 

ized  keenly  that  the  closing  days  of  high  school  life  had 
come.  As  we  lingered  on  the  campus  after  the  service, 
we  sorrowed  that  this  life  was  passing. 

And  now  there  remains  only  commencement.  This 
year  the  exercises  will  be  different  from  those  of  other 
years.  The  Senior  "A"  1930  class  will  receive  their 
diplomas  on  Tuesday  evening,  June  tenth,  while  the 
Senior  "T"  1930  class  will  receive  theirs  on  Thursday 
evening,  June  twelfth.  We,  the  "A"  and  "T"  1930 
class,  shall  be  the  first  one  to  graduate  from  our  own 
auditorium. 

Goodbye,  dear  Tech.  For  four  years  you  have  guided 
us;  you  have  showered  us  with  opportunities;  you  have 
been  our  Inspiration,  our  Open  Sesame  to  the  better 
way  of  living  and  to  the  life  that  awaits  us  in  college 
or  civil  communities. 

Freshmen,  Sophomores,  Juniors — in  the  coming 
years,  at  some  time,  steal  away  to  some  shadowy  spot 
on  the  campus  or  stand  before  the  Arsenal  in  the  twi- 
light and  let  your  imagination  open  your  hearts  to  the 
past.  Perhaps  you  may  see  our  shadows  as  we  seem  to 
gather  in  happy  groups  to  talk  over  our  past  achieve- 
ments and  coming  ventures;  for  though  we  be  absent 
in  body,  though  we  be  scattered  to  the  four  corners  of 
the  earth,  our  hearts  remain  here. 

ARTHUR  SHUMAKER 


A  SLEEP  INDUCER 


One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine, 
and  ten;  over  and  over  again  until  your  subcon- 
scious mind  carries  it  on  to  the  hundred  mark  and  back 
again,  only  to  race  along  the  same  track  once  more  and 
on  into  the  hundreds  and  thousands.  That's  just  an  old 
trick  long  practiced  by  human  beings  suffering  from 
that  terror,  sleeplessness.  You  may  go  to  bed,  worn  out, 
but  with  that  ever-increasing  fear,  "I  shall  not  be  able 
to  sleep."  Then  as  you  lie  there,  staring  into  the  inky 
blackness,  thinking,  "I  can't  sleep,"  you  unconsciously 
begin  what  hundreds  of  others  have  done  before  you: 
One,  two,  three,  four,  and  so  on  far  into  the  night. 

Now,  many,  many  times  have  I  done  this  very  thing, 
and  I  know  what  it  means;  so,  after  years  of  effort  and 
thought,  I  have  at  last  come  upon  a  satisfactory  means 
of  counting  myself  to  sleep.  Here  it  is. 

Wiggle  carefully  around  into  a  very  uncomfortable 
position,  begin  a  long  and  unwinking  stare  at  some 
favorite  spot  on  the  ceiling,  and  then  begin  to  count  as 
fast  as  you  ordinarily  do:  Uno,  dos,  tres,  cuatro,  cinco, 
seis,  siete,  ocho,  nueve,  y  diez.  Keeping  up  this  same 
rapid  speed,  continue  on  to  one  hundred  and  then  go  on 
toward  a  thousand!  Ciento,  ciento  y  uno,  ciento  y  dos, 
on  and  on,  and  I  guarantee  that  long  before  you  reach 
"mil,"  you  will  be  floating  peacefully  in  the  land  of 
dreams — thanks  to  "uno,  dos,  tres." 

NELLIE  LARKINS,  ENG.  VIIIC 


THEY  GRACIOUSLY  ACCEPT 


EXPOSING  TECH'S  TALENT 


Realizing  what  a  severe  loss  Tech  would  suffer 
.when  her  oldest  group  of  budding  geniuses  has 
departed  from  the  Arsenal  grounds,  several  big-hearted 
seniors  have  consented  to  will  their  various  talents  to 
underclassmen. 

Sylvia  Ecktman,  being  unable  to  decide  whether  to 
enrich  Bettie  Belk  with  her  raccoon  coat  or  her  ability 
to  talk  with  both  ends  of  her  tongue  at  once,  leaves 
both  to  that  fortunate  girl. 

Lillian  Della  Penna  wills  to  Ann  Walters  her  ex- 
tremely picturesque  name. 

Lionel  Wiggam  becomes  the  proud  recipient  of 
John  Henricks'  purple  corduroy  trousers. 

Thelma  McCarty  who  lives  up  to  the  old  adage, 
"Still  waters  run  deep,"  leaves  with  Patricia  Bundy  her 
calm  dignity  and  sweet,  unruffled  disposition. 

Mildred  Thixton's  ability  as  a  basketball  player 
goes  to  Margaret  Groover  who,  we  are  sure,  will  carry 
on  the  task  of  ostracizing  obstinate  opponents. 

Dorothy  Shugart  bestows  her  proud  position  of 
copy  editor  on  the  Cannon  upon  June  Fern  Blythe. 

To  Eddie  Brantner,  Bob  Brockway  leaves  the  abil- 
ity to  juggle  a  slide  trombone,  do  a  tap  dance,  and 
whistle  "Sing  You  Sinners,"  simultaneously. 

Maxine  Pemberton's  gift  to  Adelaide  Wagoner  is 
a  head  of  hair  like  sunshine. 

Giltner  Knipe's  love  for  his  school  books  goes  to 
Charles  Wilds.  We  hope  Charlie  already  has  one  of 
his  own,  but  this  extra  help  should  pave  the  way  to  a 
few  straight  A  plus  cards. 

Helen  Wissman's  dancing  fingers  should  make  a 
great  typist  out  of  Martha  Fulk  who  is  to  be  endowed 
with  Helen's  ability  along  that  line. 

Arlene  Williams  leaves  to  Marthabelle  Bond  her 
charming  personality  and  host  of  friends  to  accentuate 
those  which  Marthabelle  already  possesses. 

Katherine  McArthur  wills  to  Fanchon  Fattig  her 
position  as  president  of  the  organization  for  the  estab- 
lishment of  bigger  and  better  vacations. 

Lois  Willsey  presents  her  athletic  ability  to  Bonnie 
Moore. 

Maurice  Fitzgerald  very  reluctantly  consents  to 
bestow  upon  Kermit  Bunnell  all  his  lady  friends. 

And  last  but  far  from  least,  Aileen  Gillespie's 
black  hair  and  snappy  dark  eyes  are  to  become  the 
property  of  any  blonde  dissatisfied  with  her  present 
condition. 


'TIS  TRUE  INDEED 


Astonishing  as  it  may  seem,  only  three  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  senior  "T"  class  are  White:  Grace,  Mil- 
dred, and  Denis;  Fern  is  Brown;  Hazel  is  Grey; 
and  Owen,  being  a  loyal  Techite,  is  Green. 

It  is  rather  disappointing  to  find  that,  although  their 
high  school  days  are  almost  over;  not  one  "T"  senior  is 
Blue. 


"O  hipwrecked!  With  no  hope  of  rescue  and  only  a 

O  shack  to  spend  the  rest  of  our  days  in!"  Thus 

spoke  Captain  Greenwhite  to  his  band  of  followers. 

"Oh,  Captain,"  said  Kathleen,  "don't  be  so  dis- 
couraged. I'll  Cook  for  you  if  someone  will  find  some- 
thing for  me  to  cook." 

At  this  Martha  shouted,  "I'll  be  the  Hunter! 
What  will  you  have,  a  deer  or  a  bear?" 

"Well,"  said  Pauline,  in  an  offended  tone,  "you're 
no  better  hunter  than  I  am  Fischer,"  and  off  she  went. 

Then  some  difficulty  arose  about  fuel,  but  Durward 
soon  settled  it  by  proclaiming  that  he  was  a  good  Miner 
and  would  get  some  right  away. 

One  of  the  girls  was  famished  for  a  piece  of  bread 
so  Fred,  June,  and  Vernon  offered  their  services  as 
Millers,  and  James  and  George  turned  out  to  be  ex- 
cellent Bakers. 

Here  the  smoothness  of  things  was  interrupted  by 
Gertrude  who  wanted  to  have  a  church  service  be- 
cause everyone  in  her  family  had  been  a  Pope  and  she 
inherited  the  religious  instinct. 

After  the  service  Virginia  was  lamenting  the  lack 
of  need  of  a  Haymaker  when  somebody  came  rushing 
up  with  the  information  that  the  goats  on  the  island 
were  hungry. 

One  of  the  boys  had  lost  a  shoe  and  torn  his  coat,  but 
Arthur  proved  his  worth  as  a  Shumaker  and  Rob- 
ert made  a  fine  Taylor. 

Somebody  remarked  about  the  leaky  roof  of  the 
shack,  but  James  proclaimed  himself  a  good  Tyler 
and  proved  the  truth  of  his  work  by  mending  the  roof 
perfectly. 

When  everyone  had  gathered  inside  the  hut,  Cap- 
tain Greenwhite  said,  "We  aren't  so  bad  off  after  all; 
I  understand  that  you  were  all  members  of  Tech's  T' 
class.  I  don't  know  but  what  I'll  take  a  course  at  Tech 
myself  if  we  ever  get  back." 


IN  THE  CRYSTAL  GAZING  BALL 


As  the  crystal  gazing  ball  slowly  revolved,  I  saw 
„  Charles  Manning,  the  desert  sheik,  poised  on 
his  fire-shod  steed.  Fabra  King  then  came  into  view. 
He  was  a  night  club  entertainer  who,  at  the  moment, 
was  warbling,  "I  Ain't  Got  Nobody."  As  I  gazed, 
Louise  Bock  skated  by  with  Herbert  Branham.  In  a 
crowded  auditorium,  Margaret  Dunlap  was  deliver- 
ing an  address  on  "Why  Study  Expression." 

Henry  Ker  and  Lloyd  Reed,  nicknamed  "the  Kol- 
lege  Kut-ups,"  rattled  by  in  an  ancient  flivver  in  the 
company  of  Lucille  Newton  and  Louise  Shella- 
barger.  Ralph  Proud,  the  latest  movie  hero,  Effie 
Willey,  his  leading  lady,  and  Gordon  Schuman, 
the  villain,  coasted  by  in  a  Rolls  Royce.  Their  manager, 
Ernest  Sweet,  accompanied  them.  Suddenly  my  ball 
halted,  and  the  misty  veil  again  surrounded  it.  My 
glimpse  of  the  future  was  cut  off! 


SPRING'S  ACCESSORIES 


SENIORS  HOLD  PICNIC 


Now  that  spring  is  here,  I  feel  myself  about  to  fall 
in  love  again.  It's  a  terribly  general  kind  of  loving. 
Everyone  that  crosses  my  path  already  begins  to  be 
pretty,  wonderful,  splendid,  and  glorified. 

I  have  in  mind  now  a  girl — blonde,  sky-blue  eyes  that 
shine  like — let's  see,  what  do  they  shine  like?  Oh,  well, 
since  I  can't  think  of  anything  else,  say  the  pants  of  a 
blue  serge  suit.  What  could  be  more  shiny  than  that? 

But  she  is  not  the  only  one.  Let  me  give  you  warning: 
it  is  a  good  idea  to  avoid  me;  to  duck  into  a  doorway  or, 
safer  yet,  jump  into  an  elevator  shaft,  for  I  am  getting 
disgustingly  happy  and  always  ready,  as  I  said  before, 
to  fall  in  love  all  over  again.  Blondes,  brunettes,  and 
even  red-heads,  it  makes  no  difference. 

Now  isn't  that  peculiar?  I  dislike  red-heads  all  year 
around  except  in  the  spring.  I  haven't  anything  against 
the  girls  themselves,  it's  just  their  red  hair.  Perhaps  it 
is  because  I  went  with  one  once  and — but  why  go  into 
that?  You  would  just  laugh. 

This  spell  of  loving  usually  lasts  until  June,  and 
while  in  it  (the  spell)  I  positively  break  out  with  ex- 
uberant rashness,  even  to  the  extent  of  red-heads. 

So  beware  of  me  or  woe  to  you. 


A  zealous  reporter  interviewed  fifteen  illustrious  sen- 
iors of  the  "T"  division  of  the  1930  class.  He  asked 
them  this  question:  "If  you  were  to  be  given  in  the 
'Wishes  Comes  True  Land'  that  which  you  most  de- 
sired, what  would  you  take?"  Here  are  the  answers: 

Hubert  Achepohl — a  genuine  non-skid  football. 

Charles  Crawford — not  to  be  used  as  a  tackling 
dummy  by  Hubert  Achepohl. 

Edith  Light — an  everlasting,  never-diminishing  dish 
of  strawberry  ice  cream. 

Grace  McVey — a  "pogo"  stick  to  "pogo"  Tech's 
mud. — Prosaic? 

Albert  Hardacre — an  alarm  clock  guaranteed  to 
work  three  days  out  of  five. 

Elmer  Hooten — a  pair  of  purple  and  orange  polka- 
dotted  corduroys. 

Harold  Cron — an  ever-ready  impromptu  speech. 

Floyd  Bertram — not  to  be  mistaken  for  George. 

Mary  Hockersmith — botany  to  be  done  away  with 
in  a  big  way. 

Loraine  Lasley — not  to  have  her  name  always  used 
as  an  example  of  alliteration. 

Herschel  Fogarty — less  popularity  with  the  fairer 
sex. 

Paul  Smalley — a  "line"  by  which  to  intrigue  all 
pedagogues.  Why,  Paul! 

Bertha  Rasmussen — automats  in  the  lunch  room. 

Walter  Kulke — a  genuine  spring  fever  cure. 


James  Turner — James 
establish  any  facts  about  him. 


is  so  elusive: 


Rather  hard 


X  George  Yount.  "I  think  I'll  get  a  gang  together." 
So  after  a  busy  morning  of  phoning  he  gathered  his 
crowd  and  they  started  for  Robert  Woods.  It  wasn't 
a  long  hike  and  they  were  soon  there.  Dorothy  had 
some  Games,  but  the  race  fans  wanted  to  watch 
Helen's  Derby  in  Harold's  Layne. 

"Hey!"  yelled  Lorene,  "Hazel  Betz  me  that  Her- 
schel Gauker  will  win,  but  I  think  Jean  is  the  best 
Hopper." 

"I  think  that  he  will  win,"  declared  Maxine  Wil- 
son triumphantly,  as  John  Lombard  passed  her. 

"Good!"  George  shouted  in  encouragement. 

"Say,  when  do  we  eat?"  demanded  Paul  Blessing. 
Virginia  Allen  took  charge  of  dinner. 

"Blanchard,  Boyle  some  water  for  coffee,  and 
Waunita,  Fry  the  bacon.  Say,  Fay,  why  don't  you 
Berry  the  hatchet  with  Ralph  and  help  him  Hook  up 
the  swing?" 

"Oh,  Eleanor,  Lutz  all  swing!"  suggested  Erna 
Winkelmeier. 

"Well,"  said  Marjorie  Bell  who  was  in  charge, 
"Philip  May,  but  Margie  is  too  Young."  Not  every- 
one could  swing  so  Robert  Annis'  friends,  William 
Zoller,  Robert  Hammer,  and  Maurice,  played 
Goff.  Harry  seemed  RooTed  to  the  campfire  where 
dinner  was  being  cooked. 

Then  the  boys  started  a  new  sport — jumping  over  a 
rope. 

"Look  how  Edward  Lights!"  cried  Addie  Bales  as 
she  admired  Ed's  three-point  landing. 

"I've  held  this  rope  so  long  my  arm's  Eakin," 
groaned  Dorothy. 

"Why  don't  you  Bender?"  asked  Eleanor. 

Norris  was  CROUCHed  to  jump  when  Charles 
HALEd  them. 

"Look  at  that!"  he  shouted.  That  was  Mary  Booth 
and  Mary  Grace  BARE-footed  and  wading  in  the 
creek.  Marie  FEARed  that  they  would  take  cold  so  they 
got  out  of  the  water. 

"Oh  a  Storm!"  cried  Thelma,  and  all  ran  into 
Fay's  Barnes.  There  John,  Carlos,  and  Don  enter- 
tained them  by  singing  Carrolls  until  they  were 
stopped  by  Rena  Zimmerman. 

Roger  Sullivan,  thus  inspired,  began  to  give  imita- 
tions of  canine  expressions  of  emotions. 

"Give  one  of  a  dog  KNAPPing,"  sarcastically  sug- 
gested Wallace.  "In  other  words,  stop  that  noise!" 

"What's  behind  that  Bush?"  screamed  Ann,  who 
had  been  watching  a  huge  black  shape  behind  a  clump 
of  bushes.  Just  then  it  came  leaping  toward  the  barn, 
eyes  glaring.  Everyone  piled  in  it,  and  off  they  rode  to- 
ward home.  Oh — it  was  Bonnie's  Carr. 


LOST  AND  FOUND 


HOLLYWOOD  REPRESENTATIVES 


Found — Sudden  popularity  with   the    fairer   sex   by 

the  financier  of  the  senior  "T"  class.  We  know,  Bob, 

this  is  certainly  too  rushing  and  unexpected  to  last. 
Found — A   sport   model   roadster,   east   side   of   the 

Arsenal;  one  that  runs  a  little  way  and  then  stops. 

Found  by  "Julie"  and  "Jim."   (We  wonder,  is  it  a 

wreck?) 
Lost — School  records  of  John  Duncan  and  Harry 

McMahon.  Very  valuable  as  these  records  are  to  be 

used  in  writing  the  history  of  Tech's  great  men. 
Found — High  school  girl's  diary.  Initials  E.  M.  E. 

engraved  on  it.  If  not  claimed  soon,  will  be  given  to 

a  certain  member  of  the  basketball  team.  See  Carl 

Schubert. 
Lost — Portraits    of    Thomas    Gasaway    and    Jack 

Brock,  in  their  respective  roll  rooms.  If  found,  send 

to  the  school  library  for  a  Tech  Hall  of  Fame. 
Lost  or  Strayed — A  bottle  of  air  in  the  chemistry 

labs.  Very  valuable  to  owner.  Finder  please  return 

promptly.  Reward.  Paul  Striebeck. 
Found — Opportunity   to  clean  up  a  deep  mystery. 

Why,  my  friends  often  postpone  a  party  rather  than 

give  it  without  me.  I  lack  density.  Answer  to  the 

name  of  Earle  Gagle.  Reward. 
Found — Fortune  teller  who  sees  "Past,  Present,  and 

Future."  An  expert.  All  information  guaranteed. 

Quick  Service.   Call  Kendall  0000  and  ask   for 

Sallie. 
Lost — Five  pounds  of  "if"  by  little  Mary  Negley. 

Valuable  reward — regardless  of  condition. 
Found — Two  dynamic  personalities  in  person.   Short, 

dark,  sweet.  Elnora  Niemeyer  and  Geneva  Ta- 

tum  admit,  themselves,  that  they  are  astonished. 

Will  gladly  tell  the  secret  of  their  overwhelming 

popularity  if  desired.  A  real  bargain.  Act  quickly. 


(To  be  able  to  receive  your  I.  Q.  degree  at  gradua- 
tion each  Senior  "T"  must  make  a  grade  of  100  per 
cent  on  this  association  test;  otherwise  receive  the  pen- 
alty of  wearing  or  carrying  dandelions  at  the  com- 
mencement exercises.) 

1.  Robert  Sandstrom 

2.  Harold  Polister 

3.  Lucile  Arnholter 

4.  Bernice  Shilling 

5.  Mildred  Head 

6.  Martha  Meyer 

7.  Margaret  Heller 

8.  Beulah  Esther 

9.  Roberta  Rufner 
10.  Dorothy  Randolph 

(When  you  have  raked  every  cobweb  from  your 
dusty  attic  to  try  to  solve  this  I.  Q.  test,  turn  to  page  53 
for  the  correct  answers  by  one  who  ought  to  know.) 


With  a  whir  of  wings  and  rush  of  the  propellor,  the 
great  Tech  Special  from  Hollywood  landed. 

Ervin  Lynch,  Hollywood's  best  and  only  radio  an- 
nouncer, stepped  to  the  ground  and  announced: 

"Catherine  Price,  she  comes  high  but  is  worth 
every  penny  of  it. 

"Bernard  Ray,  just  a  big  blonde  messenger  from 
Old  Sol. 

"Lulu  Russell,  comes  to  us  straight  from  the  Fiji 
Islands. 

"Joseph  Matheny  and  Earl  Moore,  Karl  Dane 
and  George  K.  Arthur  of  the  movies. 

"Helen  Gisler,  the  quiet  little  miss  who  plays  the 
piano. 

"James  Hearn,  who  is  now  playing  the  leading  role 
in  Animal  Antics. 

"And  last  but  not  least,  Oscar  Kulwilm,  the  boy 
with  the  million  dollar  smile." 
o  o  o 

Is  Sir  Walter  an  ancestor  of  Carl  Scott? 

Beryl  Spencer:  The  one  who  winds  the  Arsenal 
Clock? 

Why  do  we  think  of  Sweet  Williams  when  we  see 
Ruth? 

Meet  Charles  Abbett  and  Howard  Hill,  the  ele- 
vator boys. 

A  group  of  Tech's  brilliant  students  gathered  in 
front  of  the  Arsenal  to  do  what  everyone  does  when  he 
parks  in  front  of  the  Arsenal — talk. 

"Do  you  know  what?" — Genevieve  Wires. 

"I'll  bite." — Ruth  Bland. 

"I  enjoy  reading  Tes  Miserables'!"  —  Charles 
Bauer. 

"Oh,  Yeah?"— William  Koss. 

"I  prefer  seeing  my  favorite  screen  star,  Mary  Brian, 
in  a  talking  picture." — Marie  Boles. 

"Blow  Me  Down." — Orville  Crouch. 

"I'd  rather  sing  'Sweet  Miseries  of  Life.' " — 
Charles  Flowers. 

"For  my  part  I  like  scouting." — Mary  Alice 
Burch. 

"Actually,  I  mean." — Evelyn  Meek. 

"You  learn  more  about  my  suppressed  desire,  bot- 
any."— Jesse  Hale. 

"Working  is  my  hobby,  what's  yours?" — Kenneth 

HlLD. 

"I  haven't  any." — Raymond  Herman. 

"Of  all  comment  none  suits  me.  I  adore  canoeing." 
— Emerson  Lutz. 

"Yes,  while  listening  to  the  'Tiger  Rag.'  " — Ruth 
McKee. 

"To  be  frank,  my  pet  peeve  is  American  history 
tests." — Ruth  Merrifield. 
o  ♦  ♦ 

Ellsworth  Eberly:    I've  got  more  brains  than  you. 

Blanche  McDaniel:  Maybe  so,  but  I  use  mine. 


*    OH  -BABIE-S  I    * 


•    T44t  fclGfOUR    * 


IB  fc 
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•    -flying  -high    * 


OMG  AND  SfiORT   OF  IT 


«  TO  GARMAM  TWINS  *         *  UTTL€  "^  *  w  CAhI10ri  Ml™"B0ARD 


TECH'S  KINDERGARTEN 


WHERE  IS  IT: 


This  is  station  ATS,  broadcasting  the  gala  opening 
of  the  special  senior  nursery  in  the  south  wing  of 
the  Main.  The  seniors  are  beginning  to  arrive  now  and, 
while  they  gather,  I  want  to  say  just  a  word  to  describe 
this  lovely  room.  The  walls  are  tinted  a  pale  blue  with 
pictures  of  Mother  Goose  characters  as  a  border.  There 
is  a  little  fellow  all  dressed  up  in  a  blue  shirt,  a  red  tie, 
orange  sox,  and  yellow  pants.  Let's  see — yes,  it's  Joseph 
Venezia,  I  thought  so. 

Heavens!  Louise  Welch  is  pouring  the  water  out 
of  the  goldfish  bowl  and  getting  it  all  over  her  pretty 
pink  rompers  too.  Well,  well — no,  it  isn't  either — 
Mary  Roche  has  pulled  Louise  Summers'  hair  ribbon 
off  and  that  young  lady  is  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor  howling.  Now  over  in  this  corner  we  have  some 
little  cots.  These  are  for  the  kiddies  who  take  a  nap 
every  afternoon.  Just  now  Florence  Pavey  is  sleeping 
on  one.  Oh!  Good  gracious,  Robert  Tucker  is  stuck 
in  the  waste  basket,  and  Irene  Harker  has  run  into 
him  on  her  kiddie-kar.  What  an  uproar!!! 

Now  a  scooter  race  has  started  among  Harlan 
Hicks,  Mary  Louise  Smith,  and  Flora  Hensley. 
Harlan  is  dressed  in  blue  and  white  checked  rompers 
and  just  looks  too  cute  for  words.  Oh!  Bam!  He  ran 
right  into  Martha  Schmidt,  and  now  there  is  a  mass 
of  blue  and  white  and  yellow  with  several  arms  and  legs 
sticking  out.  Oh,  goodness — George  Peed  is  drawing 
pictures  on  the  wall;  let's  see,  what  is  that  under  that 
funny  looking  one?  Radio  announcer!  Say,  someone 
stop  that  child!  The  teachers  are  beginning  to  put  them 
all  on  the  little  cots  for  a  short  nap.  Aleen  Wash- 
burn is  hiding  behind  a  chair  over  in  the  corner. 

We  now  return  to  the  office  studio  where  we  will 
hear  a  talk  on  "The  Educational  Value  of  Mother 
Goose  in  the  Lives  of  Our  Youngsters." 
o  o  o 

As  Eleanor  Mullen  was  walking  across  the  cam- 
pus, she  saw  Carl  Kespohl,  tight-rope  walking  on  the 
cable  used  in  the  new  fence. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  she  asked. 

"Catching  butterflies,"  was  the  reply.  With  that,  he 
reached  up  and  caught  two  butterflies.  As  he  threw 
them  down,  they  acquired  human  form,  and  proved  to 
be  Kathryn  Noland  and  Eva  Lorentz. 

Just  then  a  squad  of  janitors  came  up,  pole-vaulting 
over  broomsticks.  These  were  Harriet  Kinney,  Ar- 
thur Boyden,  Blanche  Schoneker,  and  Arnold 
Morford. 

They  threw  down  their  broomsticks,  and  began  a 
song  and  dance,  when  Policemen  Evelyn  Matney  and 
Dorothy  Fritsch  arrested  them  and  took  them  to 
court. 

The  case  was  judged  by  Judge  Clara  Walter  who 
sentenced  them  all  to  thirty  days  in  the  Arsenal  Tower. 
o  o  o 

Virginia  Voyls — The  type  that  poets  write  about. 
Oh,  why  wasn't  I  a  poet! 


In  each  sentence  is  concealed  the  name  of  a  "T"  sen- 
ior. Can  you  find  your  names?  (Work  out  your  an- 
swers and  check  with  the  key  on  page  54.) 

1.  Miles  lie  across  the  country. 

2.  He  lent  Miss  Frielander  the  history  book. 

3.  Juli,  a  pretty  girl,  had  her  picture  taken  by  the 
Bretzman  studio. 

4.  After  the  raging  tornado,  the  "cooled"  wind  ran 
through  the  ransacked  burg. 

5.  Kenne,  the  mischievious  boy,  saw  a  moving  van 
near  the  next  corner. 

6.  The  Earl  of  Huntington  sped  swiftly  on  horseback 
to  ring  the  nearest  camp  bell  as  a  sign  to  resume  war 
with  the  French. 

7.  Al  iced  the  cake  for  Nick  Ellerton's  birthday  cake. 

8.  Rob  Erthive  Lynch,  a  thriving  Tech  senior,  was  con- 
vinced by  a  young  traveling  salesman  that  after  all 
he  was  only  a  freshman  four  years  old. 


COLORFUL  CAMPUS  CHATTER 


(If  Boys  Talked  Like  Girls) 

Earle  Steinmetz:  I'm  so  flattered.  I  didn't  dream 
she'd  do  more  than  just  call  me  up  to  say  good-bye. 

Royce  Yowler:  Oh,  did  you  see  her  look  at  me! 
But  I  wouldn't  let  her  know  that  I  saw  her  for  words. 

John  Walker  to  Ralph  Lett:  Oh!  My!  Why,  how 
silly — of  all  the  foolish!— Aren't  you  a  funny  boy? 

Kenneth  Richter:  Gee,  you  look  too  sweet  for 
anybody!  What  have  you  been  doing  with  yourself? 

Marion  Gilmore:  Say,  honey!  It's  the  truth;  posi- 
tively, yes.  But  I  don't  believe  she'll  really  go,  do  you? 
♦  o  o 

Mr.  Schildknecht,  to  Freehand  Drawing  II  class: 
The  first  two  or  three  lines  you  draw  should  express  the 
action  of  the  figure. 

Later,  in  an  undertone:  But  if  you  can't  express  it, 
send  it  parcel  post. 

Hansen  Vollrath — Is  Hansen  handsome?  We'll 
let  his  many  girl  friends  decide. 
o  o  o 

Miss  Ratterman  stated  in  a  doubtful  tone  of  voice  in 
her  third  hour  American  History  class  that  she  had 
been  told  that  fish  could  be  caught  only  on  the  sea- 
board. Could  it  be  that  she  was  insinuating? 

Dorothea  Kinney — Look  out  for  Dorothea's  per- 
suasive blue  eyes  and  wavy  blonde  hair! 
o  o  o 

Miss  Beckington,  in  American  History  II:  How  did 
the  Southern  planters  get  their  meat,  pork  chops,  etc.? 

Silence. 

Miss  Beckington:  Well,  what  do  you  suppose  the 
slaves  were  for? 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE! 


ONCE  UPON  A  TIME 


Margaret  Arnold  acting  like  a  tomboy? 

Helen  Cusack  being  a  decided  blonde? 

Robert  Edgecombe  having  military  inclinations? 

Mary  Greenwalt  appearing  saintly? 

Marjorie  Hufferd  having  blue  eyes? 

Carmen  Kiefer  dancing  about  between  classes  as 
her  namesake  would  probably  have  done? 

Nellie  Larkins  wearing  a  pronounced  frown? 

James  McCleary  walking  fast? 

Virginia  McCool  looking  Spanish? 

Ernest  Schaefer  hanging  his  head? 

Gordon  Stringer  talking  with  a  French  accent? 

Warren  Wilson  laughing  like  George  Bancroft, 
or  growling  like  Noah  Beery? 

Mabel  Wilson — Why  be  so  modest,  Mabel?  We'd 
like  to  know  a  little  more  about  you. 

Miss  Dun  woody,  entering  her  third  and  fourth  hour 
modeling  class:  All  right  now,  get  busy  and  fix  your 
heads. 


Lora  McNier- 
ranks  high. 


As  an  all-around  good  sport,  Lora 


Teacher:  Use  "lay"  correctly  in  a  sentence. 
Pupil:  I  lay  in  bed  'til  ten  o'clock. 
Teacher:  Correct.  Use  it  in  another. 
Pupil:  I  lay  in  bed  until  eleven  o'clock. 

On  the  lovely  green  Tech  campus, 
Roamed  some  seniors,  wise  and  worldly, 
Ora  Greenwood,  King  of  Music; 
Pauline  Littrell,  child  of  make-up; 
Janet  Young  and  Kenneth  Majors, 
Walk  their  separate  paths  together, 
Near  them  sings  Claude  Senefield; 
Wand  of  squalking  he  does  yield. 
Edna  Carter,  child  of  sternness, 
Vernon  Thomas,  step-child  of  laughter, 
Play  a  noble  game  together, 
Tiddly-winks,  that  game  which  needs  skill. 
And  Thomas  Doll,  the  doll  dance  fan, 
Walks  hand  in  hand  with  Merritt  Reed, 
They're  seniors  on  our  green  Tech  campus. 


<<1r^\  nce  there  was  a  grate  big  fite  out  at  Fort  Benj. 
V^y  Harrison,"  said  little  Charles.  "Did  every- 
buddy  Holler,  Man!  Did  they!  Least  ways  my  Uncle 
William  sed  so,  count  of  it  being  sech  a  swell  fite. 

The  enemy  with  big  guns  was  slowly  comin'  towards 
the  guys  on  whose  side  I  was.  I  picked  out  that  side 
cause  the  biggest  men  was  on  it.  You  know  my  Mom 
says  its  better  to  be  a  clever  Guy  than  a  Dillman. 
Maybe  you  know  some  of  them  soljurs  on  my  side;  fer 
instance,  Ursula  Gatwood,  Vera  Kunse,  and  Nich- 
olas Presecan  was  the  jenrals. 

Well,  as  I  was  saying,  the  enemy  came  nearer  and 
nearer.  And  wun  grate  big  guy  came  pretty  near 
Harding  me  with  his  club,  I  mean  gun.  He  Piersol 
much  with  it.  His  first  name  is  Lloyd. 

However,  it  ain't  always  the  big  men  that  win.  Some- 
how or  other  the  enemy  wun.  Maybe  it  was  cause  of 
there  jenrals  being  Catherine  Schmidt,  Leo  Sturm, 
and  Marjorie  Roesener. 

Richard  Wilding — Who  can  say  Dick  doesn't  en- 
joy being  clerk  in  the  third  hour  public  speaking  class? 
o  o  o 

Attention,  hunters!  No  longer  do  you  need  to  seek 
„  the  dark  forests  when  you  don  your  hunting  cap 
and  shoulder  your  gun.  The  Tech  campus  has  an  am- 
ple supply  of  "game."  Deer,  Lyons,  and  a  Fox  can  be 
found  in  the  ranks  of  the  senior  "T"  class  itself. 

Unless  you  object  to  the  absence  of  antlers,  Gerald 
is  as  fine  a  Deer  as  you  have  ever  seen.  Deford,  also, 
is  an  excellent  Lyon  and  can  even  roar  when  occasion 
demands.  A  smarter  Fox  than  Francis  is  hard  to  find. 

If  you  become  tired,  you  may  recline  in  the  shade  of 
one  of  the  many  trees  and  listen  to  the  birds,  especially 
the  Martins,  Robert  and  William. 

Any  hunters  who  wish  to  make  use  of  this  opportu- 
nity must  hurry  for  the  season  closes  in  June. 

Robert  McClellan — Minutes  count  with  Bob  for 
he's  quite  an  active  young  person. 

The  sergeant  explained  to  an  R.O.T.C., 

His  orders  when  given  seemed  as  plain  as  could  be, 

Yet  this  rooky  found  doubt 

And  could  not  figure  out: 

"You  turned  right,  but  left's  right, 


So 


you  re  wrong,  don  t  you  see : 


A  PROPHECY 


ON  THE  R.O.T.C. 


Y  es,"  remarked  Miss  Ruth  Krug,  designer,  to 

Miss  Thelma  Hinshaw,  Chief  of  the  Women's 

Traffic  Police  Corps,  of  Indianapolis,  "our  titles  are 

rather  changed  from  those  we  used  fifteen  years  ago 

in  dear  old  Technical,  aren't  they?" 

"And  we  aren't  the  only  ones  either,"  continued 
Thelma.  "Who  would  have  thought  that  we  would  ever 
meet  here  in  the  lobby  of  the  Du  Kate  Hotel.  I  think 
Howard  Du  Kate  was  in  one  of  my  classes  once — 
but — " 

"Oh- — but  guess  who  I  saw  yesterday — Lillian 
Allen  and  Evelyn  Adcock.  They  own  the  A.  &  A. 
Beauty  Parlor,  and  from  all  reports  they're  making  a 
great  success  of  it.  Crystal  Judkins,  another  of  our 
old  classmates,  was  there  having  a  manicure.  I  talked 
about  an  hour  with  her  and  heard  some  of  the  most 
interesting  news.  She  had  just  finished  reading  a  new 
book,  'Banta's  Banishing  of  Bashfulness.'  You  re- 
member Maurice  Banta,  don't  you?  Then,  too,  she 
told  me  about  Lloyd  Weddle  and  Madge  Poehler. 
Who  would  have  thought  we  had  such  celebrities  in 
our  class?  Lloyd  did  take  American  Government — 
now  he's  the  U.  S.  Ambassador  to  Spain — and  he's  so 
young,  too.  Madge  Poehler  is  in  the  movies.  We  all  used 
to  think  she  looked  like  Barbara  La  Mar.  Her  screen 
name  is  Retta  La  Mond — that's  why  we  didn't  recognize 
her.  Ray  Anacker  has  become  a  second  Rudy  Vallee. 
He  was  always  singing  silly  songs  around  and  about — 
and,  oh  yes — Dale  Powell — you  know — the  fellow 
who  was  always  so  crazy  about  math  and  peanuts — has 
gone  to  South  America  to  superintend  the  building  of 
a  great  bridge." 

"Speaking  of  Rudy  Vallee — did  you  know  that 
Mary  Vestal  has  the  singing  lead  in  the  latest  musical 
comedy,  'Humpty  Dumpty,'  and  that  Herman  Burn- 
stein  is  the  villain  in  that  same  comedy?" 

"Oh,  how  interesting,"  exclaimed  Jean,  "and  I  can 
add  to  that  list.  Do  you  know  the  Arrow  Floral  Com- 
pany? That  company  is  owned  by  Margaret  Berger 
and  Ina  Mae  Carothers.  Besides  that,  they  have  a 
branch  in  Chicago,  run  by  Carrie  Henninger.  Flor- 
ence Muenchen  has  charge  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  and 
Alice  Whitinger  runs  a  similar  shop  in  Cincinnati, 
Ohio." 

"I'm  so  glad  I  had  the  opportunity  to  hear  about 
these  people,  Jean,  but  now  I  must  go.  You  see,  one  of 
my  officers  just  reported  that  three  directors  of  the 
First  National  Bank  parked  their  cars  in  a  zoned  space. 
Their  names  are  Ralph  Scheidegger,  Warren 
Boultinghouse,  and  Thomas  Bertrand.  Their 
names  sound  so  familiar  that  I'm  investigating  the  case 
myself.  I'll  let  you  know  how  it  turns  out.  Goodbye." 
o  o  o 

James  Light — Has  six  ages;  metamorphical,  patho- 
logical, intellectual,  chronological,  train,  and  street  car. 


I  hate  to  ask  my  older  sister  or  any  upperclassman 
from  Tech  about  the  R.O.T.C.  for  I  can  just  hear 
their  cackles  and  visualize  their  sneers  at  my  dumbness. 
Many  things  have  been  told  to  me  about  this  organiza- 
tion; however,  I  am  still  in  the  dark  about  some  points. 
The  initials,  I  have  been  told,  mean  "Rotten  Old  Tin 
Cans"  but  this  doesn't  seem  probable,  so  I  guess  they 
must  be  "Rookies  On  Tech  Campus."  Another  thing 
that  troubles  me  is  IHS  on  each  uniform.  After  no- 
ticing that  all  are  without  the  cross  for  the  "T,"  I  have 
decided  that  a  mistake  must  have  been  made. 

Then  I  wonder  why  some  of  the  R.O.T.C.  boys  wear 
chains  on  their  belt,  spurs,  boots,  and  gold  buttons.  The 
spurs  are  the  queerest  part  of  the  regalia  because  I 
haven't  seen  one  horse  on  the  campus.  Most  all  of  my 
friends  have  uniforms  that  don't  fit  and  have  those 
funny-looking  collars  that  turn  up.  Maybe  my  friends 
went  to  the  wrong  tailor  and  weren't  fitted  properly. 

The  other  day  as  I  was  coming  from  the  library  I 
saw  two  most  unusual  sights.  In  front  of  the  West 
Residence,  walking  back  and  forth,  was  an  R.O.T.C. 
boy  carrying  a  wooden  gun.  This  puzzled  me  for  he 
seemed  to  be  guarding  the  building;  now  of  what  use 
would  a  wooden  gun  be  in  an  emergency?  Then  over 
by  the  Portables  I  saw  a  sign  with  "Magazine"  and  an 
arrow  pointing  east  painted  on  it.  Since  I  had  just  come 
from  the  book  store  which  seemed  the  logical  place  for 
magazines  to  be  bought,  I  still  feel  that  a  mistake  has 
been  made  on  that  sign. 

Well,  I'm  just  a  freshie,  so  I  have  three  more  years 
to  learn  things  of  this  sort. 

MARJORIE  ALLEN,  ENG.  IIG 
</  ©  0 

In  Public  Speaking  II:  Take  these  sentences  and  use 
them  in  practicing  gestures:  First — There's  the  door; 
get  out. 

Voice:  Use  a  hand  or  foot  gesture? 

"Order!"  boomed  Judge  Sanford  Smith  in  calling 
the  Tech  Court  to  attention.  "Mildred  Burdsall,  pro- 
duce the  prisoners!  You,  Elizabeth  Frost,  are  charged 
with  freezing  the  budding  talents  of  your  fellow-stu- 
dents. Merle  Denney,  consider  those  maidens  taken 
seasick  when  admiring  your  waves!  Nuff  said!  Grace 
Trembley  and  Isabel  Gillespie,  yours  is  an  unpar- 
donable crime.  Running  to  lunch,  a  shocking  and  un- 
heard of  thing!  As  for  Vera  Todd,  the  mere  mention 
of  that  name  recalls  sufficient  evidence  of  unnecessary 
giggles  and  laughter  to  incriminate  both  her  and 
Louisa  Scudder. 

"Virginia  Cunningham  and  Dean  Race,  your 
freshman  sins  are  upon  you.  Knew  you  not  that  fishing 
in  the  Tech  pond  was  prohibited?  Underclassmen,  gen- 
tlemen of  the  jury,  are  the  victims  justly  accused? 

"Prisoners,  you  are  in  the  hands  of  the  jury  till  that 
fateful  June  twelfth  when  you  will  receive  the  full 
deserts  of  your  respective  crimes.  Adjourned." 


WORK  OF  A  REPORTER 


SENIOR  JOTTINGS 


We  offer  the  following  big  discoveries  by  leading 
mathematicians  and  otherwise: 

Marion  Schulz:  In  2,000  A.  D.  the  Tech  dande- 
lions should  number  149,733,869,720  x  2. 

Dorothy  Smith:  86,927,438,661,821,234  cinders 
adorn  the  campus,  including  those  in  Techites'  shoes. 

Miram  Stiers:  Tech  trees  have  7,888,666,888,666 
leaves,  counting  the  weeping  willows. 

Mildred  Wilson:  262 '4  people  belong  to  the  hog- 
calling  clan. 

Bob  Babcock:  2,869  stitches  will  sew  on  one  Block 
"T." 

Margaret  Mattingly  has  discovered  that  Jack  was 
once  called  John  Joseph  Wilson  McLaughlin,  and 
Betty  once  claimed  the  dignified  title  of  Ruth  Eliza- 
beth McFadden.  (Write  Ripley.) 

After  much  research  Dortha  Suit  has  found  a  way 
to  tell  the  Garman  twins  apart.  Ben  has  a  gold  crown 
on  his  front  tooth,  or  maybe  it's  Nolan;  anyway,  it's 
one  of  'em. 

Eugenia  Fittz  heard  from  Louise  Evelyn  Smith 
that  Mae  Johnson  told  George  Looney  that  Mary 
Helen  Hall  said  that  Marion  Reid  told  Leroy 
Rathsam  that  Jack  Lindsay  informed  Ernest  Maier 
that  Polly  Perkins  and  Dick  Bartlett  lunched  to- 
gether a  whole  semester  during  the  seventh  period. 

William  Gorton,  Lorenz  Kropp,  Thomas  Park- 
er, leading  public  speakers,  and  Carl  Moller,  expres- 
sionist, will  have  the  debate  of  the  ages  on  June  15, 
1930,  on  "Resolved,  that  men  prefer  Golden  Glint 
blondes  to  peroxide  ones." 

Fred  Reiter  (singing)  :  Am  I  Blue? 
Thelma  Sibert:  You  look  green  to  me. 

Thelma  Stephens:  I  call  my  boy-friend  Ropey. 
Graydon  Seastrom:  Why?  Does  he  always  hang 
around? 

Elizabeth  Stahlhut,  in  home  economics:  What  do 
you  do  to  keep  healthy? 

Ruth  Singers:  Run  for  the  bus  every  morning. 

Bob  Stephens  and  Wilbur  Paul:  The  curly- 
headed  Mutt  and  Jeff  of  Tech. 

How  many  does  Arthur  Salladay?  What  is  it, 
and  what  of  it? 

o  o  ♦ 
I.  Q.  TEST  ANSWERS 
1.  Robert  Esther.  2.  Harold  Meyer.  3.  Luctle 
Randolph.  4.  Bernice  Rufner.  5.  Mildred  Shil- 
ling. 6.  Martha  Heller.  7.  Margaret  Sandstrom- 
8.  Beulah  Head.  9.  Roberta  Polister.  10.  Dorothy 
Arnholter. 


Katharine  Nitterhouse — Plays  bridge  like  the 
Indians;  neither  do  we. 

Gene  Portteus — Almost  lost  her  mind  trying  to 
keep  from  making  a  "scene"  in  the  class  play. 

Robert  Madison — Has  at  last  found  a  way  to  keep 
from  losing  golf  balls — don't  play  golf. 

Charles  Meeks — Shhh  .  .  .  Future  heavyweight 
champion  of  the  world.  Prospective  managers  line  up  to 
the  right. 

Virginia  Stephenson — She  defines  a  buzzard  as  a 
hickey  you  push  when  you  want  someone  to  come  to  the 
door,  and  S.  S.  Van  Dine  as  a  Dutch  ship.  Or  what 
have  you. 

Jane  Williams — She's  not  a  parasite  but  she  will 
go  through  a  revolving  door  without  pushing. 

Robert  Leming — May  be  seen  riding  a  tricycle,  eat- 
ing a  lollypop,  and  counting  lamp  poles  every  day. 

Elizabeth  Hughes — Is  taking  a  postdiluvian 
course  in  campusology  and  as  some  protozoa  has  of- 
fended her  egregiousness,  her  concernancy  is  incompre- 
hensible. Your  compurgation  will  be  apposite. 

Fillmore  Jones — Seen  climbing  a  lamp  pole  at  a 
basketball  game,  trying  to  blow  out  the  light. 

Edward  Lambert — That  great  big  man  from  the 
South;  has  been  trying  four  years  to  count  the  windows 
in  the  Main  Building  while  standing  on  his  head. 

Robert  Koch — Founded  the  famous  school  of  em- 
balming with  headquarters  in  Chicago,  New  York,  and 
all  prosperous  communities. 

David  Klingler — The  only  difference  between  Dave 
and  Lawrence  Tibbett  is  that  Tibbett  can  sing. 

Mary  Hickey — Never  endorsed  any  tooth  paste, 
toilet  soap,  shampoo,  coffee,  or  chewing  gum.  You're 
right,  she's  not  an  actress. 

Everett  Kuhn — Has  invented  a  new  washing  ma- 
chine that  will  galvanize  handkerchiefs,  kill  flies,  bathe 
the  baby,  and  make  hamburger  and  pork  fillings.  Be- 
fore you  invest,  Investigate. 

Beatrice  Papet — We're  convinced  that  the  fair 
Beatrice  has  oceans  of  friends. 

Richard  D.  Johnson — We're  not  sure  what  the  D 
stands  for  but  we're  willing  to  admit  it  adds  sophistica- 
tion. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

Ormand  Schad  from  Squeedunk,  the  boy  whose 
feet  are  so  big  he  has  to  back  up  to  knock  on  a  door. 
o  o  o 

A  CHALLENGE 

(Continued  from  Page  35) 

a  challenge  to  have  high  ideals  and  standards.  What 
the  school  means  to  the  R.O.T.C.,  the  R.O.T.C.  means 
to  the  school.  They  are  two  great  units  working  to- 
gether since  the  World  War,  striving  to  uphold  the 
high  ideals  and  daring  courage  displayed  by  those  heroic 
American  soldiers,  a  number  of  whr.m  were  students  of 
our  own  school. 

RYAN  HALL 


JUMPING  TECH  MUD  PUDDLES 


SPRING  FEVER 


Where:  First  floor  of  Arsenal  before  second  period. 

When:  Right  after  breakfast  on  a  rainy  day. 

Why:  Nothing  else  to  do  until  bell  rings. 

What:  Discussion  of  anything  in  which  anyone  can 
take  part. 

Maurine  Randolph  to  Ruth  Simpson,  her  com- 
panion: If  that  fellow  comes  in  here,  I'll  tell  him  what 
I  think  of  him  for  splashing  mud  all  over  me.  I  think  it 
was  mean  of  him. 

Carolyn  Ackman,  entering  with  Nellie  Harri- 
son: Oh!  Maurine,  dear,  aren't  you  lucky,  though! 
Just  think  of  having  a  real  man  like  that  fellow  splash 


idth 


water  on  you  and  then  say    1  m  sorry: 

(Enter,  Forrest  Comrie  and  Ruth  Gabbert.  They 
accidentally  listen  to  the  discussion.) 

Nellie  Harrison:  Yes!  And  he  ran  just  like  a 
track  star  runs,  too. 

Ruth  Gabbert:  We  saw  him,  too.  Gee,  it  would 
have  been  grand  if  it  had  been  a  basketball  player,  but 
he  did  kind  of  jump  over  that  mud  puddle  as  if  he 
could  play  basketball.  Maybe  he  can,  a  little. 

Aileen  Gillespie:  Here  he  comes  in  now.  The  one 
in  the  new  green  sweater  with  the  "T"  on  it.  Let  Maur- 
ine stand  here  where  he  will  be  sure  to  see  her. 

Dale  Gilson:  I  think  they  were  saying  something 
about  having  the  campus  all  cemented  so  there  wouldn't 
be  any  mud  puddles. 

Eugene  Behmer:  Maybe  I  ought  to  go  over  and  tell 
them  what  I  think  of  the  idea. 

Ernest  Voelz:  Gene,  come  here.  Someone  wants  to 
ask  you  something. 

Mildred  Frantzreb,  coming  onto  the  scene:  I  think 
he  is.  What  were  you  talking  about? 

John  Bartlow:  I  just  stepped  into  the  fish  pond 
over  there.  I  thought  it  was  a  mud  puddle  and  didn't 
feel  like  jumping  over  it.  Why  don't  they  do  some- 
thing about  all  the  mud  puddles  out  here? 

Rose  Ashcraft:  Somebody  splashed  mud  all  over 
my  stockings!  Look  at  them!  They  ought  to  put  cinders 
over  all  the  mud  puddles. 

James  Beck  to  Harry  Kauffman:  I'm  not  going 
to  walk  with  you  across  the  campus  any  more.  You 
made  me  walk  right  through  a  mud  puddle. 

Harry  Kauffman  and  John  Bartlow  together: 
Look  at  Fred  Breidenbach!  He  took  his  shoes  off  and 
he's  drying  them  on  the  radiator. 

Loran  Nelson,  helping  Fred:  Fred  says  he  thinks 
they  should  cement  the  campus. 

Eugene:  Aw,  how  do  you  expect  flowers  and  daisies 
to  grow  if  you're  going  to  cement  all  the  walks  in  the 
world? 

Edwin  McCaffery:  It'll  never  rain  that  much. 

Alvamay  Mitchell,  just  coming  in:  Gee!  Isn't  it 
pretty  outside?  The  sun  is  shining  so  bright  and  it's  re- 
flected in  a  hundred  miniature  lakes  all  over  the  cam- 
pus. Oh!  Why  doesn't  somebody  write  a  poem  about 
having  a  campus  with  walks  like  ours? 


Motto:  Anything  but  the  truth. 

Aim:  Foolish  as  possible. 

Editor:  Dangerous  Fan  McGrew. 

Now  I've  gone  Ripley.  Believe  it  or  not:  Wayne 
Anderson  is  not  a  woman-hater  and  he  admits  it. 

Catherine  Blake  was  once  seen  without  Mar- 
jorie  Jones,  or  Jean  McHatton. 

Ruth  Buehler  has  been  copy  editor  on  the  Can- 
non staff  for  the  past  semester  and  still  has  her  right 
mind. 

Russell  Burkle  has  taken  math  and  more  math  and 
still  doesn't  know  whether  five  and  six  "are"  twelve  or 
five  and  six  "is"  twelve. 

Bertine  Burks  is  a  crack  basketball  player  and 
still  can't  "hit"  the  waste  basket. 

Marjorie  deVore  has  taken  so  much  music  that  she 
has  forgotten  all  the  alphabet  after  g. 

Claire  Feeman  used  to  wear  hats. 

Charles  Albright  thinks  an  apricot  is  a  red-headed 
prune. 

Dwight  McKenzie,  "Stretch"  Murphy's  own  rival, 
once 'let  pass  five  minutes  without  making  a  bright 
crack. 

Jim  Munro  is  as  good  an  ice  skater  as  a  golf  player. 

Mary  Stueber  once  ate  mashed  potatoes,  potato 
salad,  and  potato  chips  all  for  the  same  lunch. 

Muriel  Warrick  can't  even  run  to  lunch  without 
falling  down  and  banging  up  her  knees. 

Adelia  West  took  banjo  lessons  for  six  months  and 
then  sold  her  banjo. 

Harry  Watson's  walk  seems  to  make  a  big  hit  with 
certain  Tech  girls. 

Ryan  Hall  knows  more  girls'  telephone  numbers 
than  Mr.  Bell  himself. 

Mr.  Burgess:  If  you  had  one  wish  to  wish  for  any- 
thing you  wanted,  what  would  you  want? 
Joe  Shaffer:  A  car. 

Mr.  Burgess:  Why  would  you  wish  for  a  car? 
Joe:  Then  I  could  have  dates. 

Richard  Talley — The  world's  best  friend  and  a 
right-hand  man. 

(Key  to  Hidden  Names  on  Page  50) 
1.  Leslie  Ross.   2.  Helen  Friel.   3.  Julia  Bretz. 
4.  Edwin  Ransburg.    5.  Kenneth  Vann.   6.  Earl 
Campbell.  7.  Alice  Nickel.  8.  Robert  Hively. 

Mr.  Parks,  explaining  gestures  and  pointing  out  that 
the  head  can  be  used  in  gesticulating:  Try  it  sometime; 
none  of  you  people  have  ever  come  out  here  yet  and 
used  your  heads. 

♦  o  <* 

Juanita  O'Neill — Her  really  Irish  name  is  only 
one  of  the  nice  things  about  Juanita. 
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